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TALE, 


0. 


Dramatis  F^rsonje. 

L  E  O  N  T  E  S,  King  of  Sicilia. 
Po  L 1 X  E N  E  s ,  King  of  Bithynia. 
Mamillus,  Young  Prince  of  Sicilia, 
F  L  o  R I  z  E  L ,  Prince  of  Bithynia. 


Sicilian  Lords* 


Other  Sicilian  Lords. 

Archidamus,  a  Lord  o/*  Bithynia. 

Old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Perditl, 

C/otvn,  his  Son. 

AuTOLicus,  a  Roguijh  Pedlar, 

A  Mariner. 

Time,  as  Chorus. 

Hkrmione,  ^f^«  ?o  Leontes. 

Per  D  IT  A,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermlon^ 

Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 

Emilia,  Attendant  on  the  ^een. 

Coaler,  Shepherds,  Shepherdejes,  and  Attendants, 

SCENE,  partly  in  Sicilia,  and  partly  in  Bithynia. 

The  plot  taken  from  the  oldfiory-book  o/'Dorallus  ^wiFaunla, 

N.  B.  The  Country  here  caWdBithym/i  hath  in  all  former  Edj* 
tionibeen  printed  Bohemi.t  an  inland  kingdom  fituatcd  nearly  in  tha 
center  of  Euroft,  whereas  many  of  the  great  incidents  of  the  Play 
turn  upon  its  being  a  maritime  country  of  which  foUxtnei  v.-as  the 
King.  This  is  a  blunder  and  an  abfurdity  of  which  Sb.tkffpear  in 
juftice  ought  not  to  be  thought  capable ;  and  as  he  hath  turn'd  quite 
anew  the  ftory  contained  in  the  old  paltry  book  of  Dmcjlus  and 
faHnia,  changing  molt  of  the  main  circumtlancesand  all  the  names 
of  the  Perfons;  it  is  probable  he  removed  this  impropriety  and 
placed  thcfceneinfiif^^wrf,  which  the  ignorance  and  negligence 
of  the  firrtTranfcribei's  or  Printers  might  corrupt  and  bring  back 
again  toBebemiahy  a  lefs  variation  in  the  letter*  than  ihcy  ha.>8 
been  guilty  of  in  BiMnbcricfs  otfcsr  places  of  ihi>WorU. 


THE 


W  I  N  T  E  R's   T  A  L  E. 


ACT    I.     SCENE    I. 

j4  Palace.  Enter  Camillo,  and  Archidamus. 
J^cb.-JBT'P  you  /hall  chance,  Camillo,  to  Vifit  Bithyma, 
on  the  like  occafion  whereon  mv  fervjces  are 
now  on  foot,  you  fhall  fee,  as  I  have  faid, 
great  difference  betwixt  our  Bithynia  and  our 
Siciha. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the  King  of  Sicl^la 
means  to  ^zy  Bithynia  the  vifitation  v/hich  he  mftlv  owes 
him.  ^       ' 

Arch.  Wherein  our  entertainment  Aall  fhame  us,  we 
will  be  juftified  in  our  loves ;  for  indeed 

Cam.  'Befeech  you- 

Arch,  VeriJy  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  mv  knowledge- 
we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence— in  fo  /are— I  knov* 
not  what  to  fay— we  will  give  you  fleepy  drinks,  that  your 
ienfes  (unintelhgent  of  our  infufficience)  may,  tho'  they 
cannot  praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us.  . 

freel""*  ^""^'^  ^  ^'^^^  '^^^  ^°<^  ^^^^^  ^^^  what's  givea 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  underftanding  inflruds 
me,  and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam.  SicWa  carniot  ihew  himfelf  over-kind  to  Eitlynia ; 
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tlicy  were  train  d  together  in  their  childhoods ;  and  there 
poted  betwixt  tliem  then  fuch  an  afteftion,  which  cannot 
chufc;  but  branch  novv'.  Since  their  more  rrjature  dignities 
and  royal  neceffities  made  feparation  of  their  fociety,  their 
jncountcrj,  though  not  perfonal,  hjh^e  beenroyailv  attornied 
with  enterchange  of  gifts,  letters,  loving  embaflies,  that 
they  have  feera'd  to  be  together,  the'  abfent;  /hook  h^nds, 
as  over  a  vsft  fea,  and  embrac'd  as  it  were  from  the  ends 
of  oppofed  winds.     The  heav'n;  continue  their  love  ! 

Arch.  I  think  therC  is  not  in  the  world  either  malice 
or  matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort 
of  your  young  Prince  Mairillus  :  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the 
gveateft  prcmife  that  e^•er  came  into  my  note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him  : 
it  is  a  gallant  child,  one  that,  indeed,  phyficks  the  fubjeft, 
makes  old  hearts  frefii :  they  that  went  on  crutches  ere  he 
was  born  defire  yet  their  life  to  fee  him  a  man. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they 
ihculd  defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  King  had  no  fon_,  they  would  defire  to  live 
on  crutches  'till  he  had  one.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.     E',;ter  Leontes,  Herrflione,  Mamillus, 
Polixenes,  Camillo,  and  Attevdanh.^ 

PoL  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  ftar  hath  been 
The  fhcpherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left  our  throne 
Without  a  burthen  ;  time  as  long  again 
Would  be  fiU'd  up,  my  brother^ A\'ith  our  thanks. 
And  yet  we  fhould,  for  perpetuity, 
Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher^ 
Vet  ftanding  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 
Vv'ith  one  ive  thank you^  many  theufands  more 
That  go  before  it. 

hef).  Stay  your  thanks  a  while. 
And  pay  them  when  you  part, 

Fd.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow: 
J'm  queftion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chance 
t)r  breed  upon  our  abfence :  there  may  blov/ 
^Some  fneaping  windj  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
(This  is  put  forth  too  early  :  befides^  1  have  flay'd 

To 
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*ro  tire  yo'Jr  Royalty. 

Leo.  We  are  tougher,  brother, 
Than  you  c:\n  put  i.s  to't. 

PgL  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo.  One  fev'n-night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  footh,  to-morrow. 
^  Leo.  We'll  part  the  time  betwcen's  then  :  and  in  thalf 
I'll  no  gain-faying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befecch  vou  ! 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  cone,  none  i'th'vorld 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me  :  fo  it  /hould  now 
Were  there  ncceHity  in  your  requeft,  altho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.     My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  m.e  homeward ;  which  to  hinder. 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me  ;  my  flay. 
To  you  a  charge  and  trouble  :  to  fave  both, 
Farewel,  our  brother ! 

Leo.  Tongue-ty'd  our  Qv^een  ?  fpeak  you. 

Her.  I  had  thought,  Sir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  uirtii 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him  not  to  ftay:  you.  Sir 
Charge  him  too  coldly.     Tell  him  you  are  fure 
All  in  Eithynias  well :  this  fatlsfadion 
The  by-goAe  day  proclaim'd  j  fay  this  to  him. 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 

Leo.  Well  faid,  Herwio-ne. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon,  were  ilront^  - 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  ;  ^  ' 

But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  fhall  not  ftay. 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diftaffs. 
Yet  of  your  royal  prefence  I'll  adventure       [To  Poli.vsncsw 
The  borrow  of  a  week.     When  at  Bhh^nia 
You  take  my  Lord,  I'll  give  yen  my  commiffioa 
To  let  him  there  a  m,onth,  behind  the  geftc 
Prefix'dfor's  parting:  vet,  good  heed,  Leoatei  i 
1  love  thee  not  ?.  jar  o'th'  clock  behind 
What  Lady  ftie  her  Lord.     You'll  ftav  ? 

Pol.  No,  JVIadam. 

Her,  Nay,  but  you  will. 

Pol.  I  may  not  v^Iy. 

Her.  VeriJy? 

.B  3  Y«u 


8  The  PVinter's  Tale. 

You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows  ;  but  I, 

Tho'  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths. 

Should  yet  fay.  Sir,  no  going  :   verily 

Ycu  fhall  not  go  j  a  Lady's  -verily  is 

As  potent  as  a  Lord's.     Will  you  go  yet  ? 

Torce  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner. 

Not  like  a  gucft  ?  fo  you  fhall  pay  your  fees 

When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.     How  fay  you? 

My  priloncr  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  'verily^ 

One  of  them  you  fhall  be. 

Pol.  Your  g  eft  then.  Madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner,  ihould  import  offending  j 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit. 
Than  you  to  panifh. 

Her.  Not  your  goaler  then. 
But  your  kind  hoftefs  j  come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  Lord's  tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys  : 
You  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 

Pol,  We  v/ere,  fair  Queen, 
Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind. 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  Lord  the  verier  wag  o'th'two  ? 

Pol.  We  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,  that  did  fri/k  i'th'  fun. 
And  bleat  the  one  at  th' other  ;  what  we  chang'd. 
Was  innocence  for  innocence  j  we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ill-doing,  no  nor  dream' d 
That  any  did  :  had  we  purfu'd  that  life. 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  fhould  have  anfwer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  7iot  guilty  j  th'  impofition  clear' d 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 
You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  Lady, 
Temptations  have  fmce  then  been  born  to's  ;  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl  j 
Your  piecious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  voung  play-fellow. 

Her.  'oil !  Grace  to  boot ! 

Of 
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Of  this  make  no  ronclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Qiieen  and  I  arc  devils.     Yet  go  on, 
Th'oftcnces  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anuver. 
If  you  firft  finnM  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault  5  and  that  you  fljpt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

heo.  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  my  Lord. 

heo.  At  my  requeft  he  would  not : 
Hej-mione^  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok'il 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never? 

heo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What  ?  have  I  twice  faid  well  ?  wheawns't  before? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me  ;  cram's  v.ith  pr-iife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things  :  one  good  deed,  dying  tonguelel?. 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that"! 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages.     You  may  riJa's 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.     But  to'th'goal ; 
My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ^\\ 
What  was  my  firft  ?  it  has  an  elder  ful-e'r. 
Or  I  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Gract  I 
But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe  ?  when  > 
Nay,  let  me  have't  j  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  depth 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thv  white  hand,  ^ 

And  clepe  thy  felf  my  lovej  then  didft  thoL  utter, 
1  am  yours  for  eaier. 

Her.  This  is  grace  indeed. 
Why,  loyounowj  I've  fpoke  to  th' purpofe  twice  ; 
^he  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  hulfcalid  j 
The  other,  for  feme  while  a  friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot r  ^r,j 

To  mingle  friend/hip  far,  is  mingling  blonds.  t^*^'^^' 

I  have  tremor  cordis  en  me— my  heart  dances. 
But  not  forjoy— not  joy— this  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  ;  derive  a  liberty 
from  hsartinefs,  from  bounty's  ferui^'bofora  • 
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-And  well  become  the  Agent  ;  't  may,  I  grant  j 
But  to  be  padling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers, 
A?  now  they  are,  and  making  praftis'd  fmiles 
As  in  a  lookiiig-glafs — and  tlien  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  mort  o'th'  deer  j  *  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows — Mamillus, 
Alt  thou  my  boy  ? 

Main.   Ay,  my  good  Lo.d. 

Leo.  I'fecks  ! 
Wh3^  that's  my  bavvcock  ;  what,has't  fmutchM  thy  nofe  ? 
They  fay  it  is  a  copy  out  of  mine.     Come,  captain, 
Wemurtbeneatj  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain  j 

[Wipes  the  boy  s face. 
And  yet  the  fteer,  the  lieifer,  and  the  calf. 
Are  sil  call'd  neat.     Still  virginalling 

[Obfer^'ing  Polixenes  a«t/Hermione, 
I'pon  his  palm — how  now,  you  wanton  calf! 
Art  thou  my  calf  ? 

Mum.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  Lord. 

/.r5.  Thou  v^ant'ft  a  rough  pafii,  and  the  flioots  that  I  have. 
To  be  lull  like  me.     Yet  they  fay  we  are 
Almofl  as  like  as  eggs  ;  women  fay  fo. 
That  will  fay  ony  thing  ;  but  were  they  falfe. 
As  o'cr-dy'd  blacks,  f  as  winds,  as  waters  3  falfe 
Ab  dice  aie  to  be  wifh'c,  by  one  that  fixes 
"No  bcrne  'twixt  his  znCi  mine  ;  j-et  wer«  it  true. 
To  f<iy  this  boy  is  like  me.     Coixiir,  Sir  page, 
Look  on  me  with  your  welking  eye,  fweet  villain. 
Moft  dejr'il,  my  collop — can  thy  dam  ?  may't  be  } 
iniaginstion  !  thou  doll  ftab  to  t'h'  center. 
Thou  dole  make  ooffibie,  things  not  to  be  (o  held, 
CcnimunicacTt  wjth  dreams,  (hew  can  this  be  ?) 
With  v.'hat's  unreal,  thou  coaftive  art  ! 
And  fellow' It  nothings.     Then  'tis  very  credent 
Thou  may'ft  co-join  with  fomething,  and  thou  doftj 
And  that  beyoiid  commiflion  j  and  I  find  it, 

*  A  leflnn  upon  the  horn  at  th;  decth  ef  thf  deer. 
•f  A  blacky  dje  being    ufsA    in   roo  greit    quantify   doth  net 
oi'i.'v  make  the  cloth  torot  upon  which  it  is  put,  but  the  colour 

11  .'tU"  to  fa.l?  and  gtow  ruiiy  niacii  the  fooner. 

Aid 
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And  that  to  the  infe£lion  of  my  brains. 
And  hardning  of  my  brows, 
Pol,  What  means  Sicilia  ? 
Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfettled. 
Pol.  How  ?  my  Lord  ? 
What  cheer  ?  how  is  it  with  you,  my  beft  brother  ? 

Her.  You  feem  to  hold  a  brow  of  much  diftraftion. 
Are  you  not  moy'd,  my  Lord  ? 

Leo.  No,  in  good  earneft. 
How  fometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly  ! 
Its  tendernefs  !  and  make  it  felf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bofoms  !  Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty  three  years,  and  faw  my  felf  unbreech'd. 
In  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled, 
Leil  it  fhould  bite  its  mafter,   and  fo  prove. 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous  j 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel. 
This  fquafh,  this  gentleman  !  Mine  honeft  friend. 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  mony  ? 
Mam.  No,  ril  fight. 

Leo,  You  will !  why,  happy  man  be's  dole  !  My  brother. 
Are  you  f  o  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 
Pol.  If  at  home.  Sir, 
He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter  j 
Now  my  fworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy  ; 
My  parafite,  my  foldier,  ftates-man,  all ; 
He  makes  a  July''s  day  fhort  as  December, 
And  with  his  varying  childifhnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  fhpuld  thick  my  blood, 

Leo,.  So  ftands  this  Squire 
Offic'd  with  me :  we  two  will  walk,  my  Lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.     Hermione^ 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fliew  in  our  brother's  welcome? 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap  : 
Next  to  thy  felf,  and  ray  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.   If  you  would  feek  us. 

We  are  yours  i'  th'  garden  ;  fliali's  attend  you  there  j 

he** 
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Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you  j  you*ll  be  found 
Be  you  beneath  the  ^y;    I  am  angling  ivow, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line  j 
Go  to,  go  to.  [4/ij'^',  chjer-ving  Her, 

How  fhe  holds  up  the  neb  1   the  bill  to  him  ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

\Exe.  Polix.   Her.   ar.d  Attendants,     Mancr.t  Le<>, 
Mam.  and  Cam. 
To  her  allowing  hufband.     Gone  already  ! 
Inch  thick,  knee  deep  j  o'er  head  and  cars  a  fork'd  one. 
Go  play,  boy,  play— thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too  ;  but  fo  dilgrac'd  a  part,  whole  i/Tue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave :  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knell.     Go  play,  boy,  play—there  have  been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now  ; 
And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent, 
Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  th'arm. 
That  little  thinks  fhe  has  been  fluic'd  in's  abfence. 
And  his  pond  fiA'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  Smikf  his  neighbour :  nay,  there's  comfort  in' t. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  thofe  gates  opened. 
As  mine,  againft  their  will.     Should  all  defpair 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.     Phyfick  for't  there  is  n:ne  : 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  ftrike 
Where  'tis  predominant  j  *  many  a  thoufand  of 's 
Have  the  difeafe,  and  feel't  not.     How  now,   boy  ? 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. 
What  ?  is  Cannllo  there  ? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  Go  play,  Mami //us— thou' vt  an  honeft  man, 

[Exit  Mamillurj, 
SCENE     III. 
CamU/o  J  this  great  Sir  will  yet  Itay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  the  anchor  hold  : 

* predominant;  and  'tis  poweiful:  think  it. 

From  etft,  welt,  north  aod  fouth,  be  it  cond';dv"d. 
No  barricado  for  a  belly.     Know't, 
It  v/;!i  kc  in  and  out  the  enemy, 
With  bag  aiia  ba^gige;  10411;^,  iff^-^ 

Whos 
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When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home. 

Leo.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  petitions  made  j 
His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already  5  whifp' ring  round,  7  ^rj 
Sicilia  is  a — fo  forth  ;  'tis  far  gOne,  i 

When  I  {hall  guft  it  laft.     How  came't,  Camilloy 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  Queen's  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queen's  be't  j  good  fhould  be  pertinent  5 
But  lb  it  is,  it  is  not.     Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks ;  not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  fome  feverals 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  mefles 
Perchance  are  to  this  bufinefs  purblini  ?  fay. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  Lord  ?  I  think  moft  underftand 
Bitbynia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha  ?   ftays  here  longer.     Ay,  but  why  ? 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  th'  entreaties 
Of  Our  moft  gracious  miftrefs. 

Leo.  Satisfie  ? 
Th'  entreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ?  fatisfie  ?— 
Let  that  fufficc,     I've  trufted  tHee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  things  neareft  my  heart,  with  all 
My  chamber-councels,  wherein,  pr'eft-like,  thou 
Haft  cleans' d  my  bofom  }  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform'd  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd 
In  that  which  fee"ms  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  Lord  ! 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't — thou  art  not  honeft,  or. 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward. 
Which  hockles  honefty  behind,  reftraining 
From  courfe  requir'd  ;  or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant  grafted  in  my  ferious  truft. 
And  therein  negligent  ^  or  elfe  a  fool. 
That  feeft  a  game  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftakc  drawn. 

And 
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And  tak'ft  it  all  forjeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  Lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh  and  fearful  j 
\n  every  one  ot'  thefe  na  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongir  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world, 
Sometime  puts  forth  :  in  your  affairs,  ray  Lord, 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent. 
It  was  my  folly  j  if  injurioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  w^cU  the  end  j  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  w^here  I  the  iffue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infers  the  vvifell: :  thefe,   my  Lord, 
Are  fuch  allow'd  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.     But  'befeech  your  Grace, 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 
By  its  own  vifage  j  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'  not  you  feen,  Camllo-y 
(But  that's  paft  doubt ;  you  have,  cr  your  eye-clafs 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn)  or  heard, 
(For  to  a  vilion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought,  (for  ccgitaticai 
Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  think't) 
My  wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt,  confifs, 
(Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  ncr  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thoughts)  then  fay. 
My  wife's  a  hobby-horfe,  deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  ilax-wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight  :  fay't  and  juftify't. 

Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  flander-by,  to  heaf 
My  fovereign  milirefs  clouded  fo,  without 
lyiy  prefent  vengeance  taken  ;  'fhrew  my  heart. 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this,  which  to  reiterate,  were  fin 
As  deep  as  that,  tho'  true. 

heo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes  ? 

Kiilin! 
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Ki/Ting  ^vlth  infide  lip  ?  flopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?   (a  nctc  infalHLile 
Of  breaking  honei^y  :)  horfing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners  ?  wiHiing  clocks  more  fvvift  ? 
Hours  minutes  ?  the  noon  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs  j  theirs  only. 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing  ? 
Why  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing; 
The  covering  fky  is  nothing,  Bithynia  nothing. 
My  wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeasM  opinion,  and   betimes, 
For  'tis  moll  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 

Ca-m,  No,  no,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  It  is ;  you  He,  you  lie  : 
3  fay  thou  lieft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee, 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  flave. 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 
Jiicyning  to  them  both  :  were  my  wife's  liver 
Infefled,  as  her  life,  fhe  would  not  live 
TJie  running  of  one  glafs.  | 

Cam.  WhQ  do's  infeft  her  ? 

Leo.  Why,  he  that  wears  her  like  her  medal,  hangog. 
About  his  neck,  Bith-^nia  j  M-ho,  if  I 
Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bear  eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits. 
Their  own  particular  thrifts ;  they  would  do  that 
Which  fliould  undo  mere  doing  :  I,  and  thou 
His  cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  form 
Have  bench'd,  and  rear'd  to  wor/hip,  who  may'll:  fee 
Plainly,  as  heav'n  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  heav'n. 
How  I  am  gall'd,  thou  might'ft  be-fpice  a  cup, 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lafling  wink. 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  Lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafh  potion, 
£ut  with  a  li.ngring  dram,  that  flaould  not  work, 

I  l^ike 
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Like  a  malicious  poifon  :  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftrefsj 
So  fovereignly  being  honourable. 
So  lov'd. 

Leo.  Make  that  thy  queftion,  and  go  rot  : 
Do'ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled. 
To  appoint  my  lelf  in  this  vexation  ?  Sully 
The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  fheets, 
■Which  to  preferve,  is  ileep  ;  which  being  fpotted. 
Is  goads,  and  thorns,  nettles,  and  tails  of  wafps  •/ 
Cive  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'th'  Prince,  my  fon, 
AVho,  I  do  think,  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine  j 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  would  I  do  this  ? 
Could  man  fo  blench  ? 

Cam.  I  muft  believe,  you.  Sir, 
1  do,  and  will  fetch  oft"  Eithynia  for't : 
P-ovided  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  Highnefs 
"Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 
Ei'en  for  your  fon's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
I<»nown  and  ally'd  to  yours. 

Leo.  Thou  doft  advife  me, 
Tren  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  : 
IM  give  no  blemifh  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
iGs  then  j  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
/^  friendfhip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bithyma^ 
i^id  with  your  Queen  :  I  ^m  his  cup-bearer  j 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  beveridge, 
Accouat  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all, 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart  ; 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 
Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  mc.  {Exit, 
iVam.  O  miferable  Lady  !   but  for  me, 
W  hat  cafe  ftrnd  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 
Of  good  Poh'xenes,  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  loafter,  one, 
Whio  in  rebellion  with  himfeli,  will  have 

All 
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All  that  arc  his,  fo  toe.     To  do  this  deed 
Promotion  follows.     If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 
And  flourifh'd  after,  I'd  not  do't :    but  fince 
Nor  brafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parchment  bears  not  «nff. 
Let  villainy  it  felf  forfwear't.     I  muft 
Forfake  the  Court ;  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.     Happy  ftar,  reign  now  ! 
Here  comes  Bitbynia. 

SCENE    IV.     Erter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  ftrange  !  methinks 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.     Not  fpcak  ? 
Good  day,  Camillo  I 

Cam.  Hail,  moft  royal  Sir  ! 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'th'  Court? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  fving  hath  on  him  fuch  a  countenance. 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Loy'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compliment,  when  he 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding. 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know.  [iV3t 

Pol.  How,  dare  not  ?  dare  not  ?  you  do  know,  and  dare 
Be  intelligent  to  me  :  'tis  thereabouts  : 
For  to  your  felf,  what  you  do  know,  you  muft. 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.     Good  'Camilloy 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror. 
Which  fhews  me  mine  chang'd  too  j  for  I  muil  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
My  felf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam.  There  is  a  ficknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  di temper  ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ^ 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  bafili/k. 
l\e  iook'd  on  thoufands,  who  ha'.T  fped  the  better 

VgL:IV,  C     ' 
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By  my  regard,  but  kill  d  none  fo  :  CamillOf 

As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman, 

Clerk-like  experienc'd,  (which  no  lefs  adorns 

Our  gentry,  than  our  parents  noble  names. 

In  whofe  *  fuccefs  we  are  gentle)  I  befeech  yon, 

If  you  know  ought  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 

Thereof  to  be  iniorm'd,  imprifon't  not 

In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  ? 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd.     Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man, 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge,  whereof  the  leaft 
Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  towards  me  j  how  far  off,  how  near. 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  bej 
If  not,  bow  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I'll  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable  ;  therefore  mark  my  coimfdl. 
Which  mufl:  be  ev'n  as  fwiftly  foll»w'd  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  your  felf  and  mc 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  am  appointed.  Sir,  to  murdpr  you* 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo  ? 

Cam.  By  the  King. 

Pol.  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  fwear?. 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftrument 
To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queai 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infe£led  gelly,  and  my  name 
Be  yoak'd  witji  his  that  did  betray  the  beft ! 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  duUeft  noftril 
Where  I  arrive  ;  and  my  approach  be  /hun'd, 

•  Siiscift  here  is  to  bs  ui!(iefit»ad  u  the  iliuic  l'wnfeas5';<rv'n'iw 

K?.y. 


The  TVinter's  Tale,  19 

Kay,  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  infcifllon 
That  e^er  was  heard,  or  read  ! 

Cam.  Swear  this  though  over 
By  each  particalar  ftar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences  ;  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fc3  for  to  obey  the  rnoon, 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  ccunfel  Ihake 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly,  whofe  foundatioa 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftandinc:  of  his  bodv. 

Fol.  How  fhould  this  grovv'  ? 

Cam,  I  know  not  j  but  I'm  fure  'tis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  bora. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honefty 
That  lyes  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to-night  ! 
Your  followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufinefs, 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes,  at  feveral  pofterttS, 
C!ear  thena  o'th'^  city.     For  my  felf,  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here  ^ 

By  this  difcovery  loft.     Be  not  uncertain. 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter'd  truth  ;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  ftand  by't  j  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer 
Than  one  condemn' d  by  the  King's  own  mouth. 
His  execution  fworn. 

Pel.  I  do  believe  thee  : 
I  faw  his  heart  in's  face.     Give  me  thy  hand  y 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine.     My  fhips  are  ready,  and 
Afy  people  did  expe£l  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago.     This  jealoufie 
Is  for  a  precious  Creature  }  as  fhe's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great  j  and,  as  his  perfon's  might^ 
Muft  it  be  violent  5   and,  as  he  does  conceive 
He  is  difhonoiir'd  by  a  man  which  ever 
Profefs'd  to  him,  vhy,  his  revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.     Fear  o'er-ftiades  me ; 
Good  expedition  be  my  friend  !  Heav'n  convfort 
The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  theam,  but  nothing 

C  a  Of 
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Of  his  ill-ta\-n  fufpicicn  !  Come,  Camillo, 

I  will  refpedl  thee  as  a  father,  if 

Thou  bear'A  my  life  off  hence.     Let  us  avoid. 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  pofterns  :  pleafe  your  Highncfs 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.     Come,  Sir,  away,        [Exeunt, 

ACT    II.     SCENE    I. 

The   SCENE   Continuei. 
Enter  Hermione,  Mamillus,  and  Ladies, 
Jfff.  'T^  AKE  the  boy  to  you  j  he  fo  troubles  me, 
X     'Tis  paft  enduring. 

I  Lady.  Come,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Shall  1  be  your  play-fellow  ? 

Mam.  No,  ril  none  of  you. 

1  Lady.  Why,  my  fweet  Lord  ? 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  ftiil ;   I  love  you  better. 

a  Lady.  And  why  fo,  pray,  my  Lord  ? 

Mam.  Not  for  became 
Your  brows  are  blacker  ;  yet  black  brows,  they  fay, 
Bscon:e  fome  women  beft,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  jtiaiv  there,  but  in  a  femicircie. 
Like  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2t  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces  :  pray  now, 
Whot  colour  be  your  eye-brows  ? 

J  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock  :  I've  feen  a  lady's  nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows, 

1  Lady.  H-rk  ye. 

The  Qu^een,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  :  we  fiiall 
Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  Piince 
One  of  thefe  days,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  vis. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk,  good  time  encounter  her ! 

Her.  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?  come.  Sir,  now 
I  am  for  you  again.     Pray  y&u  fit  by  us. 
And  tell'a  a  tale. 

Marrtt 
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ffam.    Merry,  or  fad,  fhaJl't  be? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  lad  tale's  beft 
For  winter.     I  have  one  of  fprights  and  goblin?, 

i/f'-.  Let  us  have  that,   good  Sir. 
Come  on,  fit  down.     Come  on,  and  do  your  bcf^. 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :  you're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  man 

Her,  Nay,  come  fit  down  ;  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard  :  I  will  tell  it  foftly  ; 
Yond  crickets  fhall  not  hear  it. 

Hdf.  Come  on  then,  and  give  it  me  in  mine  ear. 
SCENE      II. 
^/z/cT  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

I  cff.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train?  Ca»zz7/o  with  him  ? 

Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them ;  never 
Saw  I  men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way  :  I  ey'd  them 
On  even  to  their  /hips. 

Lett.  How  bleft  am  I 
In  my  juft  cenfure !  in  my  true  opinion  ! 
Alack,  for  lefTer  knowledge  !  how  accurs'd 
In  being  fo  bleft  !  there  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink,  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  venom  ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infefted  :   but  if  one  prefent 
Th'  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  fides 
With  violent  hefts.     I  have  drunk,  and  ie.Qr\  the  fpider. 
Camillo  V/2S  his  help  in  this,  his  pander  : 
There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown  ; 
All's  true  that  is  miftrufted  :  that  falfe  villain. 
Whom  I  employ'd,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him : 
He  harh  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing  5  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  how  came  the  pofterns 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord.     By  his  great  authority. 
Which  hath  prevailed  oftentimes  no  lefs 
Tinaji  fo  en  your  command. 

C  3  le. 
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Leo.  I  kncw't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  boy,  I"  am  glad  you  did  not  nurfe  him  * 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  fport  ? 

Leo.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  fiaall  not  come  about  her. 
Away  with  him,   and  let  her  fport  her  felf 
With  that  fhe's  big  with  :  'tis  Polixeius 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  I'd  but  fay  he  had  not ; 
And  I'll  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  faying^ 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  th'  nayward. 

Leo.  You,  my  Lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well  j  be  but  about 
To  fay  fhe  is  a  goodly  Lady,  and 
The  jufiice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
*Tis  pity  Ae's  not  honeft,  honourable  : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form. 
Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech,  and.  llraighf 
The  fhrug,  the  hum,  or  ha,  thefe  petty  brands 
That  calumny  doth  ufe,  oh,  I  am  out. 
That  mercy  doth,  (for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf)  thefe  ihrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's. 
When  you  have  faid  (he's  goodly,  come  between 
Ere  you  can  fay  fhe's  honcft  :  but  be't  known. 
From  him  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  ihouid  bfj. 
She's  an  adult'refs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo, 
The  m.oft  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world. 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you,  my  Lord, 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  Lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes.     O  thou  thing! 
Which  I'll  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place^ 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent. 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees. 
And  mannerly  diftinguifhment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  beggar,     I  have  Cai 
She's  an  adult'refs,  I  have  faid  with  whom  : 
More  j  fhe's  a  traitor,  and  Camllo  is 
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A  fcdernry  with  her,  one  that  knows 

What  fhe  ihould  be  iJham'd  to  know  her  fcif. 

But  with  her  moil  vile  principal ;  that  £he  s 

A  bcd-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thole 

The  vulgar  give  bold'ft  titles  j  ay,  and  privy 

To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Ilcy.  No,  by  my  life. 
Privy  to  none  of  this :  how  will  this  grieve  you-. 
When  you  ihall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  thac 
You  thus  have  publifh'd  me  ?  gentle  my  Lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Lso.  No,  if  I  do  mifrake 
In  tkofe  foundations  which  I  huild  upon. 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy's  top.     Away  with  her  to  prifon.? 
He  who  fhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  off  guilty 
In  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her,  There's  fome  ill  planet  reigns ; 
I  muft  be  patient,  'till  the  heavens  look 
With  afpetl  of  more  favour.      Good  my  Lords,. 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  fex 
Commonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  dew 
Perchance  fhall  dry  your  pities  ;  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown :  'befeech  you  all,   my  Lords^^ 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  inftruft  you,  meafure  vat  j  «tiid  fo 
The  King's  will  be  perform'd  ! 

Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

lley.  Who  is't  that  goes  v^ith  me  ? ' befeech  your  Highncfs, 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
My  plight  requires  it.      Do  not  v.eep,   good  fools. 
There  is  no  caufe  :  when  you  ihall  know  your  miftrcfs 
Has  deferv'd  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears. 
As  I  eome  out;  this  action,  I  now  go  oi>. 
Is  for  my  better  grace.     Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  forry  j  now 
I  tsuft  I  fhall.    My  women,  oome,  you've  leave," 
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Leo.  Go,  do  our  bidding  5  hemce! 

[Ex.  ^een  guarded,  and  Ladies, 

Lord,  'Befeech  your  Highnefs,  call  the  Queen  agnin. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do.  Sir,   left  your  iuftice 
Prov€  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  o'jjes  fuffer. 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  fon. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  Lord, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlefa 
I'  th'  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  3  I  mean 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Ant.  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  ftable-ftand  *  where 
T  lodge  my  wife,  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her: 
Than  v/hen  I  feel,  and  fee  her,  no  further  truil:  her  5 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world. 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  fleih  is  falfe^i 
If  /he  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord.  Good  my  Lord ! 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felvest 
You  are  abufed  by  fome  putter-on. 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't  j  would  I  knew  the  villain, 
J  would  Jand-damm  him  :  be  fhe  honour-flaw' d, 
I  have  three  daughters ;  th'  eldeft  is  eleven  ; 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  fome  five; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't.     By  mine  honour, 
I'll  geld  'em  all :  fourteen  they  fhall  not  fee 
To  bring  falfe  generations :  they  are  co-heirs,' 

•  Stable  fanA  { J} abilis  f  alio  as  ^/.r/w.^K  interprets  it)  is  a  term  of 
the  Forcft-Laws,  and  figniHes  a  place  where  a  Deer- ilea ler  fixe? 
his  Hand  under  fome  convenient  cover,  and  keeps  v/atch  for  the  pur- 
pcfe  of  killing  Deer  as  theypafsby.  From  the  place  it  came  to  bs 
applied  alfo  to  the  perfon,  and  any  ir,an  tjken  in  a  foreftin  that 
fituato.Twith  a  gun  or  bow  in  his  hand  was  piefumed  to  be  an  of- 
fender and  had  the  name  of  a  SiaL'e.faKA.  In  all  former  editions 
ihis  iiathbceii  printedj^.^Wf/,  and -it  in?v  perhaps  be  objected  thzz 
anochcr  fyilabJe  added,  fpoiis  the  fmoothnefscf  the  verfe.  Butby 
pronounc)ng,y?tfWf  frortthc  nieafurc  will  very  well  bc:.rk  acrord- 
ing  to  the  liberty  allowed  in  ihii  kini  of  Wficng,  aad  whisk  Shfikf' 
f^e-ti'  ncyer  icr-jples  10  ufsi 
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Ana  I  had  rather  glib  my  felf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  ilTue. 

Leo,  Ceafe,  no  more  : 
You  fmell  this  bufinefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe  j  I  fee't,  and  fet I't, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus  j  and  fee  withal 

\Lay:ng  kold  of  bis  ann. 
The  inflruments  I  feel.  , 

^Kt.  If  it  be  Co, 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefly. 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweetcu 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leo.  What  ?  lack  I  credit? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  Lcrvi, 
Upon  this  ground  j  and  more  it  would  content  mc 
To  have  your  honour  true,  than  your  fuipicion  j 
Be  blam'd  for't  how^  you  might. 

Leo.   Why,  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  for  this  ?  not  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  inftigation  ?  c^  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodiLe^ 
Imparts  this  j  which  if  you,  or  ftupified. 
Or  feeming  fo  in  fkill,  cannot,  or  v.-ili  act 
Reliih  a  truth  like  us  j  inform  your  felves. 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice :  the  matter. 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on't,  are  ail 
Properly  ours. 

Jlnt.  And  I  wi/h,  my  Liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try!d  if. 
Without  more  overture. 

Leo.  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.     CamiIIo'%  flight 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 
(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conjefturc. 
That  lack'd  fight  only,  nought  for  approbation  * 
But  only  feeing,  all  other  circumftances 
Made  up  to  th'  deed)  doth  pufh  on  this  proceeding  j 
Yet  for  a  greater  confirmation, 
(For  in  an  acl  of  this  importance,  'twere  Mofl: 

•  The   word  nffrolxititn  here  figr.ines,  ^rotf. 
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Moft  piteous  to  be  wild)  I've  difpatch'd  in  pel!:. 
To  facred  Delphas,  to  Apollo\  temple, 
Cleomines  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  ftuff 'd  Sufficiency  :  now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  Spiritual  counfel  hai3. 
Shall  ftop  or  fpur  me  on.     Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Tho'  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  Vi^hat  I  know,  yet  fhall  the  Oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th'  truth.     So  we  have  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  perfon  fhe  fhould  be  confin'd, 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence. 
Be  left  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us. 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick  j  for  this  bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it,  {^Jid^- 

If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeiait^ 

SCENE    m.     ^Prifon. 

Enter  VzxAinz  and  a  Gentleman,  ivith  other  Attendants. 

Pau.  The  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him :   [Exit  Gefit, 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.     Good  Lady, 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee  j 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

\_Re-enter  Gentleman  ivith  the  Coaler, 

Goa,  For  a  worthy  Lady, 
And  one  whom  much  1  honour. 

Paic.  Pray  you  then 
Condudl  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not.  Madam  ; 
To  th'  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Pau.  Here's  a-do 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
Th'  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors  !  Is't  lawful. 
Pray  you,   to  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them? 
Emilia  f 

Goa.  If  it  fo  pleafe  you.  Madam, 
To  put  a-part  thefe  your  attendants,  I 

ShaU 
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SBall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pau.  I  pray  now,  call  her  : 
Withdraw  your  felves.  [To  her  Attendants  ivhogo  out, 

Goa.  And,  Madam,  I  muft  be 
Prefent  at  all  your  conference. 

Pau.  Well,  well  j 
Be  it  fo,  pr'ythee. 

Enter  Emilia. 
Here's  fuch  a-do  to  make  no  ftain  a  ftain. 
As  pafles  colouring.     Dear  gentlewoman. 
How  fairs  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Eniil.  As  well  as  one  fo  great  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together  ;  on  her  frights  and  griefs. 
Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greater. 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,  deliverM. 

Pau.  A  boy  ? 

Emil.  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe. 
Lofty,  and  like  to  live  :  the  Queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't  j  fays,  my  poor  prifoner, 
I'm  innocent  as  you. 

Pau.  I  dare  be  fworn  : 
Thefe  dang'rous,  unfafe  lunes  i'th'  King,  befhrew  them  I 
He  muft  be  told  of  it,  and  fliall  j  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.     I'll  take't  upon  rpe. 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  b-lifter. 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  !  Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  my  beft  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  Oie  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  fhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loud'ft.     W^e  do  not  know 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th'  child : 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Emil.  Mofb  worthy  Madam, 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  fo  evident. 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  ifTue  :  tliere's  no  Lady  livLig 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.     Pleafa  your  LadyfKip 
To  vlfit  the  nsx:.  roomi  I'll  pr^fcfltly 

Ac- 
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Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  offer. 
Who  but  to-day  hammered  on  this  defign 
"But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour. 
Left  fhe  /liould  be  deny'd. 

Pau.  Tell  her,  Emilia^ 
I'll  ufe  that  tongue  I  have  j  if  wit  flow  from't 
As  boldncfs  from  my  bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good, 

Emil.  Now  be  3'ou  bleft  for  it ! 
I'll  to  the  Queen  t  pleafe  you,  come  fomething  nearer. 

Goa.  Madam,  if 't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  fhall  incur  to  pafs  it. 
Having  no  warrant. 

Fau.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir  ; 
The  child  v,as  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  is 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  nature  thence 
Free'd  and  enfranchis'd,  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of^ 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen; 

Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau.  Do  not  you  fear ;  upon  mine  honour^  I 
Will  ftand  'twixt  you  and  danger.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     IV.      Tke  Palace. 
Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords  and  other  Attendants, 

Leo.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  reft  j  it  is  but  weaknefs 
To  bear  the  matter  thus  j  meer  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being  j  part  o'th'  caufe 
She,  the  adult'refs ;  for  the  hariot-King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm  ;  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain  5  plot-proof;  but  fhe 
I  can  hook  to  me  :  hy  that  fhe  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  me  again.     Who's  there  ? 
Enter  an  Attendant » 

At  ten.  My  Lord. 

Leo.  How  does  the  boy  ? 

Attcn.  He  took  good  reft 
To-night,  'tis  hop'd,  his  ficknefs  Is  dlfcharg'd, 

Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs  ! 
Conceiving  the  difh^nour  ef  his  mother;, 

H- 
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He  /Ira'ght  dcclin'd,  and  droop'd,  took  it  mofl:  deeply, 
FaftenM  and  fix'd  the  /hame  on't  in  himlclf  j 
Threw  oiTliis  fpirit,  liis  appetite,  liis  fleen, 
Aiid  down-right  ianguifh'd.      Leave  me  folcly  ;  go, 

See  hov/  lie  fares. Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him  ; 

\Ex.  Attend, 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  v/ay 
Recoils  upon  me  ;  in  himfelf  too  mighty, 
And  in  hi^  parties,  his  alliance  5  let  him 
Re  'till  a  time  may  ferve.     For  prefent  vengeance, 
Tske  it  on  her.     Cam:llo  and  PoUxents 
Laugh  at  me,  maJce  their  paftime  at  my  forrow  ; 
They  fhould  not  iaugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Siiall  fhe  v.itliin  my  power. 

S  C  .E  N  E     V.      Enter  Paulina  toith  a  child. 

Lord.  Ycu  mufl  not  enter. 

Pau.  Nay  rather,  good  my  Lords,  be  fecond  to  me  : 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paffion  more,  alas. 
Than  the  Queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul. 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ar.t.  That's  enough, 

Atten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to-night  5  commanded 
None  fiiould  come  at  him. 

Pau.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir, 
I  come  to  bring  him  fieep.     'Tis  fuch  as  vou 
That  creep  like  /liadows  by  him,  and  do  iigh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings,  fuch  as  jou 
Ncurifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking.     I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  ; 
Honeft  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  that  humour 
That  prelTes  him  from  fi^^cp, 
,^    Leo.   What  noife  ti;cre,  ho  ? 

Pau.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  ccnferencr. 
About  fome  golFips  fcr  ycur  highnefs. 

Leo.  How  ? 
Away  v/ith  that  audacious  Lady.     AntigcnuT, 
I  charg'd  thee  that  fhe  fhould  not  come  about  me. 
I  knew  flie  would. 

At2t.  I  told  h.er  (o,  my  Lord, 
On  your  difplsafure's  peril  and  on  min?. 

Vox..  IV.  D  5h« 
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She  fliould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo.  What?  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

"Pau.  From  all  diihonefty  he  can  ,  in  this, 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done. 
Commit  me  for  committing  honour,)  truft  mc. 
He  /hall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  Lo-you  now,  you  hear, 
When  fhe  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  her  run. 
But  fhe'll  not  ftumble. 

Pau.  Good  my  Liege,  I  come 

And  I  befeech  you  hear  me,  who  profefs 
My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfidan. 
Your  moft  obedient  counfellor  :  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Than  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours.     I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Leo.  Good  Queen  ? 

Pau.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord, 
Good  Queen,  I  fay  good  Queen  j 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pail.  Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 
Firft  hand  me  :  en  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 
jBut  firft  ril  do  my  errand.     The  good  Qupph, 
>'or  ihe  is  gccd,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter, 
Here  'tis ;  commends  it  to  your  blefting. 

\Lavng  dorcvn  the  child 

Leo.  Out! 
A  mankind  witch !  hence  with  her  out  o'  door  : 
A  moft  intelligencing  bawd. 

Pau.  Not  fo, 
J  sm  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you, 
lu  fo  intiVling  me  ;  and  no  lefs  lioneft 
Than  you  are  mad  ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pafs  fur  lioneft, 

Leo.  Traytors  !  ,  ,     ,    «     i     rr   a    ^ 

Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  give  her  the  baftard.    11  o  An. 
riiou  dotard,  thou  art  v\omr<n-tyr'd  5  ur.rcoftid 
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Take't  up,  I  fay,  give't  to  thy  crcan. 

Pau.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak'ft  up  the  Princefs,   by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't ! 

Leo,  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Pau.  So  I  would  you  did  :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 
You'd  call  your  children  yours. 

Leo.  A  neft  of  traytors  ! 

j4nt.  I  am  none  by  this  good  light. 

Pau.  Nor  I ;  nor  any 
But  one  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himfelf.     For  he. 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fhapcr  than  the  fword's  ;  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  nov/  ftands,    it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  ccmpell'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten. 
As  ever  oak  or  ftone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  callat 
Of  boundlefs  tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  hufband. 
And  now  baits  me  !  This  brat  is  none  of  mine. 
It  is  the  iflue  of  Polixcnes. 
Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  dam. 
Commit  them  to  the  fire, 

Pati.   It  is  yours  j 
And,  might  we  lay  th'  old  proverb  to  your  charge. 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfs.     Behold,  my  Lords, 
A.ltho'  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father ;  eye,  ncfe,  lip. 
The  trick  of 's  frown,  his  forehead,  nay,  the  valleys. 
The  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  check,  his  fmiles. 
The  very  mould  and  name  of  hand,  nail,  finger. 
fUid  thou,  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
>o  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
rhe  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mcngft  ail  colours 
Mo  yellow  in't !  Ifft  fhe  fufpeft,  as  he  does, 
Fier  children  not  her  hufband's. 

Leo.  A  grofs  hag  ! 
And,  lozcl,  thou  art  wortbv  to  be  hang'd, 

b  2  That 
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That  wilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

Ant,  Kang  all  the  hufbands 
That  cannot  do  that  feat^  you'll  leave  your  felf 
Hardly  one  fuLijccl. 

Leo.  Once  more  trke  her  hence. 

Fau.  A  mofl:  unworthy  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  ril  ha'  thee  burnt, 

Pau.  I  care  not  j 
It  is  sn  heredck  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  Ci-.G  which  b'.^ins  in't.     I'l!  not  call  you  tyrant. 
But  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hingM  fancy)  fomething  favours 
Of  tyn^nny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you. 
Yea,  fciT.dalcus  to  all  the  world. 

Leo.   On  your  allcgi-nce, 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.     Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life  ?  /he  durft  not  call  me  fo. 
If  Ihe  did  know  rne  one.'    Away  v/ith  her  ! 

Fait.  I  pray  yon,   do  not  pum  me,  FJl  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  Lord,  'tis  yours  5  Jo'ce  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpint !  What  need  thefc  hands  ? 
You  that  are  thus  fb  tender  o'er  his  foiiies, 
V/ill  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo  :  farewcl,  we  are  gone.  [Exit* 

SCENE     VI. 

Leo.  Thou,  traytor,  haft  fct  on  thy  v-.ifc  to  this. 
My  child  ?  away  with't.     Even  thou  that  haft 
A  heait  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  infuintly  confam''d  with  fire  ; 
Even  thou,  and  ncnc  but  thou.     Take  Jt  up  Itraight : 
Witliin  this  hour  bring  me  vvTrd  'tis  done. 
And  by  good  tefli'mcJiy,  or  Til  fcize 
Thy  life,  with  all  that's  thine  :  if  thou  rcfufc. 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo  ; 
The  baftard-brains  with  thefe  my  nrc'per  hands 
Shall  I  daih  out  :  go  take  it  to  the  fire, 
Fcr  thou  fett'd'i^  on  tliy  v.  ifc. 

Ant,  1  did  not.  Sir  ; 

Ths 
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The  Lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe,  " 
Can  clear  me  i n't. 

Lard.  We  can,  my  royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  cf  her  coming  hither. 

Leo.  You're  liars  all. 

Lord.  'Befeech  your  Highnefs,  give  us  better  creditU 
We've  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befee.;h  yoa 
So  to  efteem  of  us  :  and  on  our  knees 
We  beg  (as  recompence  of  our  dear  fervice 
Paft,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe, 
W^hich  being  io  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  iifue.     We  all  kneel 

Leo.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  : 
Shall  I  live  on  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  better  burn  it  now. 
Than  curfe  it  then.  But  be  it ;  let  it  hve  : 
It  /hall  not  neither.  You,  Sir,  com.e  you  hither  j  [Tc  Ant, 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  Lady  Margery,  your  midwife  there, 
To  fave  this  baftard 's  hfe  j  (for  'tis  a  baftard. 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  grey)  what  will  you  adventure 
To  fave  this  brat's  life  i' 

Alt.  Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo 
And  noblenefs  impofe  :  at  Icaft  thus  much  j 
I'll  paw^n  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left. 
To  fave  the  innocent ;  v.'hat's  poflible. 

Leo.   It  fhall  be  poflible  j  fvvcar  by  this  fword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Anti-^  will,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it  5  fee'ft  thou  j  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  fhall  not  only  be 
Peath  to  thy  feif,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.     We  enjoyn  thee^ 
As  thou  art  liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  femaie  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fome  remote  and  defart  place,  quite  cut 
Of  our  dominions  j  and  that  there  thou  leave  i 
Without  more  mercy,  to  its  own  protefticn 
And  favour  of  the  dimate.     As  by  ftrange  fortune 
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It  caiTie  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thee, 
On  thy  foul's  peril  and  thy  body's  torture. 
Tint  thou  commend  it  to  fome  llianger  place. 
Where  chance  may  nurfe  or  end  it.     Take  it  up, 

j^nt.  I  fwear  to  do  this  ;  the'  a  prefent  death 
Plad  been  more  merciful.     Come  on,  poor  babe. 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftruft  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurfes !  Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
(Calling  their  favagenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.     Sir,  be  profperous 
In  mere  than  this  deed  does  require  !  and  blefling 
Againft  this  cruelty  fight  on  thy  fide, 
Poor  thing  condemn'd  to  lofs  !  [Exit  ivith  the  Child* 

Leo.  No  i  I'll  not  rear 
Another's  iflue 

Enter  a  MfJJinger. 
Mef.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  pofts 
From  thofe  you  fent  to  th'  Oracle,  are  come 

An  hour  fmce     CIcomines  and  Djoji, 

Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delpkos^  are  both  landed, 

Hafting  to  th'  Court, 

Lord.  So  pleafe  ycu.  Sir,  their  fpeed 

Hath  been  beyond  account. 
Leo,  Twenty  three  days 

Tliey  have  been  abfent :  this  good  fpeed  foretels 

The  great  ^/>c//?  fuddenly  will  have 

The  truth  of  this  appear.     Prepare  you.  Lords, 

Summon  a  feffion,  that  Vv'e  may  arraign 

Our  moft  difloyal  Lady  5  for  as  /he  hath 

Been  pubhckly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  fhc  have 

A  juft  and  open  tryal.     While  fhe  livop. 

My  heart  v/ill  be  a  burthen  to  me.     Leave  me. 

And  think  upon  my  bidding.  \_Exeunt  j'cveraUy , 

ACT     III.      SCENE     I. 

A  Part  of  Sicily. 

Enter  CIcomines  and  Dion. 

C/c-^.'TpHE  climate's  delicate,  the  air  nvAl  fweet, 

J.     Fertile  the  foil,  the  templs  niU'.h  furpafling 

5'hs  ccmmon  praif«  it  bears, 

Di»n. 
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Di::>u  I  fiiall  report, 
For  moll:  they  caught  me,  the  celeftial  habits> 
Methinks  I  fo  fhould  term  them,  and  the  reverence 
Ot  the  grave  wearers.     O,  the  facrifice  j 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 
It  was  i'th'  offering  ! 

Cleo.  But  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deaf ning  voice  o'th'  Oracle, 
Kin  to  Jo'ves  thunder,  fo  furpris'd  my  kn(% 
That  I  was  nothing. 

.  Dior.,  If  th'  event  o'th'  joftrney 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  Queen  (  O  be't  fo  !  ) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy  j 
The  ufe  is  worth  the  time  on't. 

a  CO.  Great  Apolh, 
Turn  all  to  th'  beft  !  thefe  proclamations. 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Ha  money 
I  little  like. 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear  or  end  the  bufmefs,  when  the  Oracle 
Thus  by  JprAlos  great  Divine  feal'd  up. 
Shall  the  contents  difcover  :  fomething  rare  « 

Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.     Go  j  frefli  horfes. 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue  !  [EwunU 

SCENE    II.     ACourtofJi'fiice. 
Leontes,  Lords,  and  Officers,  appear  properly  feated. 
Leo.   This  feilion,  to  our  great  grief,  we  pronounce^ 
Even  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.     The  party  try'd. 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd  ;  let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fmce  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice,  which  fhall  have  due  courfe. 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 
Produce  the  prifoner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  Highnefs'  pleafure,  that  the  Queen 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  Court.     Silence  ! 

Hermione  is  brought  in  guarded ;  Paulina  and  Ladies. 
Leo.  Read  the  indiftment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  S>u€en  to  the  ivorthy  Leontes,  King  of 
SicilJy,  tk-ju  art  here  accufed  ard  arraigned  of  high  trcafon. 
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in  committing  adultery  7^///)  Polixcnes  King  oyBithynia,  and 
confpiririg  ivlth  Camillo  to  take  atvay  the  life  of  our  fcue- 
relgi  Lord  the  King,  thy  royal  hujband-^  the  pretence,  luhereof 
being  by  circwrjlances  partly  laid  open,  thou,  Herinione,  con- 
trary to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  jubjeEi,  didji  coukt 
fel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  fafety,  to  fly  aiuay  by  nighty 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 
Which  coi.tradidts  my  accufation,  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  my  feh",  it  fhall  fc^ce  boot  me 
T®  fay,    not  guilty  :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  falfliood,  /hall,  as  I  exprefs  it. 
Be  fo  receiv'd.     But  thus  :  if  powers  divine 
Behold  our  human  aftions,  as  they  do, 
I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  /hall  m.ake 
Falfe  accufaticns  biu/h,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.     You,  my  Lord,  be/l  know. 
Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  paft  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy  j  which  is  more 
Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  tho'  devis'd 
And  play"  a  to  take  fpedlators.     For  behold  me 
A  fellow  oi  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  King's  daughter. 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  /landing 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honour,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  life,  I  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  grief  which  I  would  fpare  :  for  honour, 
'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine. 
And  only  that  I  /land  for.     I  appeal 
To  your  own  confcience,  Sir,  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace. 
How  merited  to  be  fo  :  /ince  he  came. 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrant  have 
I  ftrain'd  t'appear  thus  ?  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bounds  of  honour,  or  in  a€t  or  will 
That  way  en  dining,  hardned  be  the  hearts 
Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near" ft  of  kin 
Cry  fit  upon  my  grave  !  n 

Leo,  I  ne'er  heard  yet 

Th^t 
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That  any  of  thofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lcfs  impudence  to  gain-lay  what  they  did 
Th-.i  to  perfornr.  it  firft. 

Her.  That" 3  ti'.ie  enot'.sh, 
Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  mc. 
Leo,  Y<u  will  irX  own  it. 
Her.  More  than  Fm  rniftrefs  of. 
Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  ijot 
At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixenes,^ 
With  whom  I  .4m  accused,  I  do  confefs 
I  lovM  him,  as  in  hoiiour  he  required  5 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  Lady  like  me  j  with  a  love,  even  fuch. 
So  and  no  other,   as  your  felf  commanded  : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 
Botii  difobedience  and  ingratitude 

To  you,  ?nd  towards  your  friend  ;  whofe  love  had  fpok?. 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely. 
That  it  was  yours.      New  for  ccnfpiracy, 
I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  tho'  it  be  difn'd 
For  me  to  try  how  5  all  I  know  of  it. 
Is,  that  CaiviUo  was  aJi  honeft  man  ; 
And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelves. 
Wetting' no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in  s  abfence. 

Her.  Sir, 
Ycu  fpcak  a  language  that  I  underftand  not  j 
IVIy  life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams. 
Which  ril  lay  down, 

Lee.  Your  actions  are  my  dreams. 
Ycu  had  a  bjftard  by  Pdixenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it :  as  you  are  p=ft  all  fl:ame, 
(Thofe  of  your  faft  are)  fo  you're  paft  all  truth  ; 
Which  to  deny  concerns  more  than  avails  : 
Fcr  as  thy  brat's  csift  out,  like  to  it  felf. 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is  indeed 
Move  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  fo  thou 
Shall  feel  our  juftice,  in  whofe  eafieft  pafla^e 
Look  for  no  lcfs  than  death. 
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Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  ; 
The  bug  which  you  would  fitght  me  with  I  feek  r 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity  j 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour, 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went.     My  fecond  joy. 
The  firft-fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I'm  barr'd  like  one  infedious.     My  third  comfort, 
Starr'd  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  its  moft  innocent  mouth) 
Hal'd  out  to  murder  ;  my  felf  on  every  poft 
Proclaimed  a  ftrumpet  with  immodeft  hatred  ; 
The  child-bed  privilege  deny'd,  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fr/hion  :  laftjy,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limbs.     And  now,  my  Liege, 
TelJ  me  what  bleffings  I  have  here  alive. 
That  I  Aould  fear  to  die  ?  therefore  proceed  : 
But  yet  hear  this  j  miftake  me  not  j  no  !  life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw,  but  for  mine  honour 
Which  I  would  free ;  if  I  fhall  be  condemn'd 
Upon  furmifes,  all  proofs  fleeping  elfe 
But  what  your  jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you 
'Tis  rigour  and  not  law.     Your  honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle  : 
Apollo  be  my  judge. 

SCENE    III.     E  titer  Dion  and  QXtQTii\viR%» 

Lord.  This  your  requeft 
Is  altogether  juft;  therefore  bring  forth. 
And  in  Apollo\  name,  his  Oracle. 

Her.  The  Emperor  of  Rjijfla  was  my  father. 
Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  tryal  j  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  ! 

Offi.  You  here  fhall  fwear  upon  the  fword  of  juftice. 
That  you,  Cleomims  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Dclphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Of  great  Apollo' z  Prieft  j  and  that  fmce  then 

You 
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You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  feal. 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't.. 

Geo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 
Leo.  Break  up  the  feals,  and  read. 
Offi.  Hermione  is  chaftc,  Polixenes  blamelejs,  CamilJo  a 
true  SubjeBy    Leontes  a  jealoi^  Tyranty    his  innocent  babe 
tru/y  begotten,  and  the  King  pall  live  without  an  btir,  if 
that  which  is  loji  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  Apollo  ! 
Her.  Praifed! 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 
Cffi.  Ay,  my  Lord,   even  fo  as  here  fet  d6wn, 
Leo.  There's  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  Oracle; 
The  feflion  ihall  proceed  j  this  is  meer  falfliood. 
Enter  Servant, 
Ser.  My  Lord  the  King,  the  King  ! 
Leo.  What  is  the  bufinefs  ? 
Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  Prince  your  fon,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 
Leo.  How  gone  ? 
Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leo.  Apollo's  angry,  and  the  heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice.  How  now  there  ?     {Her.  fr.nts. 

Pan.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen  :  look  down 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo.  Take  her  hence  ; 
Her  heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd  ;  fhe  wUl  recover. 

[Exfu-rA  Paulina  and  Ladies  with  Hermiongp* 
SCENE     IV. 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion  : 
'Befeech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life.     Apollo,  pardon 
My  great  prophanenefs  'gainft  thine  Oracle, 
I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes. 
New  woo  my  Queen,  recall  the  good  Camilloj 
Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy. 
For  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 
T. J  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  cliofe 

sim'.h  for  the  mini(^er  to  pcifon 
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My  friend  PnVixey^c!. ;  which  had  been  done 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied   ' 
My  fwift  command  j  tho'  I  with  death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done  ;  he  (moft' humane 
And  fill'd  with  honour)  to  my  kinglv  guefs        ' 
Unclafp'd  my  pra^ice,  quit  his  fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended, 
No  richer  than  his  honour  :  how  he  gliftcrs 
Through  my  dark  ruft  !  and  how  his  piety 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

SCENE   V.     Enter  Paulina. 

Pan.  Woe  the  while  ! 
O  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart,  cracking  it. 
Break  too. 

Lord.  Alas  !  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Pau.  What  ftudied  torment?,  tyrant,  haft  for  me  ' 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?  what  flaying  ?  boiling?  burn- 
In  leads  or  oils  ?  what  old  or  newer  tcrture  Hng 
Muft  I  receive  ?   whofe  every  word  deferves 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft.     Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  jealoufics 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,'  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine.  Oh  !  think  what  they  have  done. 
And  then  run  mad  indeed  ;  ftark  mad  5  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray 'dft  Pclixencs,  'twas  nothing. 
That  did  but  /hew  thee  of  a  foul  inconftant 
And  damnable  ingrateful :  nor  was't  much, 
Thou  would'ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo^  honour. 
To  have  him  kill  a  King  :  poor  trefpaffes. 
More  monftrous  ftanding  by  ;  whereof  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-dauehter. 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little ;  tho'  a  devil 
Would  have  fiied  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't : 
Nor  is't  direaiy  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  youg  Prince,  whofe  honourable  thouchts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolift  fire                 \^ 

Blemi/li'il 
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Blemifli'd  Jus  gracious  dam :  this  is  not,  no. 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer ;  but  the  laft,  O  Lords, 
When  I  have  fuid,  cry  woe  !  the  Queen,  the  Queen, 
The  fweete.l  creature's  dead  j  and  vengeance  for't 
Not  dropt  down  yet. 

herd.  The  higher  powers  forbid  ! 

Fau,  I  fay  fhe's  dead  :  I'll  fwear't.    If  word,  nor  oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee :  if  you  can  bring 
Tinftuxe  or  luftre  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  ferve" you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     But,  6  thou  tyrant ! 
Do  not  repent  thefe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  vows  can  ftir  :  therefore  betake  thes 
To  nothing  but  defpair.     A  thoufand  knees. 
Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  fafting. 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  flill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 
T©  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

heo.  Go  on,  go  on : 
Thou  canft  not  fpeak  too  much,  I  have  deferv'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord,  Say  no  more  j 
Howe'er  the  bulinefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
I' til'  boldnefs  of  yourfpeech. 

Pau,  I'm  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  fhall  come  to  know  them^ 
I  do  repent  :  alas,  I've  /hew'd  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman  j  he  is  touch'd 
To  th'  noble  heart.     What's  gone  and  what's  paft  help 
Should  be  part  grief.     Do  not  receive  affliction 
At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you  j   rather 
Let  me  be  punifh'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  ihould  forget.     Now,  good  my  Liege, 
Sir,  royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foclifh  woman 

The  love  I  bore  your  Queen — lo,  fool  again 

I'll  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children  ; 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
Who  is  loft  too.     Take  you  your  patience  to  vou, 
And  I'll  fay  nothing. 

Leo.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well^ 

Vol,  IV,  E  When 
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When  nicil  the  truth  ;  which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee,     Pr'ythee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  cf  my  Queen  and  fon. 
One  grave  fhall  be  fcr  both.     Upon  them  fhall 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear  unto 
Our  fhame  perpetual ;  once  a  day  I'll  vifit 
The  chappel  where  they  lye,  and  tears  fhed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.     Long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.     Come  and  lead  me 
To  thefe  my  forrow?,  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
Changes  to  Bithynia,     j^  dejart  Country^  the  Sta  at  a 
little  dtfiance. 
Enter  Antigonus  ivith  a  Child,  and  a  Mariner. 
Ant.  Thou  art  perfeft  then,  our  ihip  hath  touch' d  upon 
Tlie  deferts  of  Bithynia  f 

Mar.  Ay,  and  fear 
We've  landed  in  ill  time  :  the  ikies  look  grimly. 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.     In  my  confcience. 
The  heav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry. 
And  frown  upon's. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  !  get  thee  aboard. 
Look  to  thy  bark,  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  on  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  beft  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'th'  land  5  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather* 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.  Go  thou  away. 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I'm  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'th'  bufinefs,  \Exit% 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe  ; 
I  have  heard,  but  not  believ'd,  the  fpirlts  o'th'  dea^ 
May  walk  again  ;  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  night ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  creature, 
Sometim.es  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  aaotherj 
I  never  faw  a  velTel  of  like  fonovv. 
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So  fill'd,  and  fo  becoming  ;  in  pure  white  robes. 
Like  ver)-  landlity,  ihe  did  approach 
My  cabin  where  Hay  j  thrice  bow'd  befure  me. 
And,  gafping  to  begin  feme  fpeech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpouts  j  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her.     Good  Ai'.tivoi.us^ 
Since  fate,  againft  thy  better  difpollticn, 
Kath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower-out 
Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath. 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bithjnia, 
There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying  j  and,  for  the  babe 
Is  counted  loft  for  ever,  Terdita 
I  pr'ythee  call't.     For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 
^Put  on  thee  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne'er  /hait  fee 
Thy  wife  Paulina  more.     And  fo,  with  fhrieks. 
She  melted  into  air.     Affrighted  much, 
I  did  in  time  col  left  my  felf,  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  flumber  :  dreams  are  toys. 
Yet  for  tliis  once,  yea,  fuperftitiouHy, 
I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe 
Hermione  hath  fufFer'd  death,  and  that 
Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  illue 
Of  King  Polixenes,  it  ihould  here  be  laid, 
Either  for  life,  or  death,  upon  the  earth 
Of  its  right  father,     Bloffom,  fpeed  thee  well  ! 

[Lffyir-Jg  dtwn  the  Child. 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  charafter  :  these  thcfe, 
Wliich  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty  one. 
And  ftiil  reft  thine.     The  ftoim  begins  ;  poor  v/retch. 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.     Weep  I  cannot. 
But  my  heart  bleeds  :  and  mcft  accurft  am  I 
To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this.     Farewel ! 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  j  thou  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 
The  heav'ns  fo  dim  by  day.     A  favage  clamour. 
Well  may  I  get  aboard  !  this  is  the  chace, 
I  am  gone  for  ever!  \_Exit  picrfued  by  a  bear^ 

SCENE     VIL       Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 
Sbepi  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  thirteen  and 

E  2.  three 
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three  and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft  ; 
for  there  is  nothing  in  the  between  but  getting  wenches  with 
child,  wronging  the  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting—harjc 
you  now — would  any  but  thefe  boil'd  brains  of  nineteen 
and  two  and  twenty  hunt  this  weather  ?  they  have  fcar'd 
away  two  of  my  beft  fheep,  which  I  fear  the  wolf  will 
fooner  find  than  the  mafter  5  if  any  where  I  have  them,  'tis 
by  the  fea-fide,  brouzing  of  ivy.  Good  luck,  an't  be  thy 
will,  what  have  we  here  ?  [Taking  up  the  Child.']  Mercy 
on's,  a  bearne  !  a  very  pretty  bearne  !  a  boy  or  a  child, 
J  wonder  !  a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one,  fure  fome 
'fcape  :  tho'  I  am  not  bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gen- 
tlewoman in  the  'fcape.  This  has  Ijeen  fome  ftair-work, 
fome  trunk-work,  fome  behind-door-work :  they  wet^ 
warmer  that  got  this,  than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  I'll 
take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  Til  tarry  'till  my  fon  come:  he  hoi- 
low'd  but  even  now.     Whoa,  ho-hoa  ! 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Hille»a,  loa ! 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near  ?  if  thou'It  fee  a  thing  to  talk 
on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.  What 
air  ft  thou,  man  ? 

Clo.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights ,  by  fea  and  by  land ;  but 
I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  fea,  for  it  is  now  the  fky  j  betwixt 
the  firmament  and  it  you  cannot  truft  a  bodkin's  point. 

Shep.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it  ? 

Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  rages, 
how  it  rakes  up  the  ftiore ;  but  that's  not  to  the  point  j  oh 
the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fometimes  to  fee 
*em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :  now  the  fhip  boring  the  moon 
with  her  main-maft,  and  anon  fwallow'd  with  yeft  and 
froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogfhcad.  And  then 
the  land-fight,  to  fee  how  the  bear  tore  out  his  ftioulder- 
bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and  faid  his  name  was^ 
^intigonus,  a  nobleman  But  to  make  an  end  of  the  ftiip, 
to  fee  how  the  fea  flap-dragcn'd  it.  But  firft  how  the  poor 
fouls  roar'd,  and  the  fea  mock'd  them.  And  how  the  poor 
gentleman  roar'd,  and  the  bear  mock'd  him  j  both  roaring 
Jouder  than  the  fea,  or  the  weather. 

Shep.  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 

Ck, 
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CIo.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe 
fights  J  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the  bear 
half  dined  on  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at  it  now. 

Sbep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  nobleman. 

Go.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-lidc,  to  have  help'd 
her  J  but  there  your  charity  would  ha%e  lack'd  footinp-. 

Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters !  but  look  thee  hefe 
boy.  Now  blefs  thy  Iclf ;  thou  meet'ft  with  things  dying' 
I  with  things  new  born.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee  •  look 
thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a  fquire's  child  !  look  thee 'hers  - 
take  up,  take  up,  boy,  open't ;  fo,  let's  fee  :  it  was  told 
me  I  fhould  be  rich  by  the  fairies.  This  is  fom.e  chamrling  - 
open't  J  vrhat's  within,  boy  ?  ^        * 

Clo.  You're  a  made  old  man  ;  if  the  fins  of  your  youth 
are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.     Gold,  all  gold. 

Sbep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo.  Up 
■with  it,  keep  it  clofe :  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We  are 
lucky,  boy,  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  fecrefk. 
Let  my  fheep  go  :  come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 

Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings.  I'll  go  fee 
if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how  much  he 
hath  eaten  ;  they  are  never  curft,  but  v/hen  they  are  hun- 
gry :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed.  If  thou  may'ft  difcern  by 
that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th* 
fight  of  him. 

C/o.  Marry  will  I,and  you  ihall  help  to  put  him  i'  th'  ground . 

Sbep,  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds  on't, 

\Exiu?tf. 
A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Time  as  Chorus. 
ST/W.T  Thatpleafefome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
J    Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  error. 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  ufe  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paffage,  that  I  Aide 
O'er  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growtli  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  j  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'er-throw  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 

To  plant  aad  w'eJvyhckB-vuftom.    i^j  m^  paj(j 

£  3  The 
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The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancicnt'fl:  order  was. 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.     I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  /halj  I  do 
To  th'  tre/heft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ilale 
The  gliftering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 
Now  feems  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glafs,  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  llept  between.     Leontes  leaving 
Th'  efFe6ls  of  his  fond  jealoufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  fhuts  up  himfelf  j  imagine  me. 
Gentle  fpeftators,  that  I  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bithynia,  and  remember  well. 
There  is  a  fon  o'  th'  King's,  whom  Florizel 
I  now  name  to  you,  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 
To  fpeak  of  Pcrdita,  now  grown  in  grace 
Equal  with  %vondring.     What  of  her  enfues 
I  lift  not  prophefie.     But  let  Time's  news 
Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.  A  fhepherd's  daughter, 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after. 
If  th'argument  of  time  j  of  this  allow. 
If  ever  you  have  fpent  time  worfe  ere  now ; 
If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay, 
lie  wiijie^  earneftlv  you  never  may.  {Exit, 

SCENE     If.      Court  of  Bithynla. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  I  pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  Importunatej 
^tis  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing,  a  death  to  grant  this. 

Cam.  It  is  fixteen  years  fmce  I  faw  my  country  j  though 
I  have  for  the  mofl  part  been  aired  abroad,  I  defire  to  lay 
niv  bones  there.  Befides,  the  penitent  King,  my  mafter, 
harh  fcnt  for  mc:,  to  whofe  feeling  forrows  I  might  be  fome 
aliay,  ar  I  o'er-ween  to  think  fo,  which  is  another  fpur  to 
my  departure. 

Pc:,  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  tliy  fervices  by  leaving  me  now ;  ths.  need  I  have  of  thee, 
thine  Qwn  goodnefs  hath  made :  better  not  to  have  had  thee, 
than  thu£  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me  bufi- 
nefTes,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently  manage, 
jnuft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  i^l^y  or  take  awsy 
\v;th  thee  the  very  iervices  thou  haft'  done  ;  which  if  I 

have 
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have  not  enough  confidered,  as  too  much  I  cannot,  to  be 
more  thankful  to  thee  fhall  be  my  ftudy,  and  my  profit 
therein,  the  heaping  friendfhip.  Of  that  fatal  country  Si- 
Cilia  pr'ythee  ipeak  no  more,  whofe  very  naming  puni/lies 
me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou  call'li 
him,  and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whofe  lofs  cf  his 
moft  precious  Queen  and  children  are  even  now  to  be  afrefh 
lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft  thou  the  Prince  Flo- 
rizsl  my  fon  ?  Kings  are  no  lefs  unhappy,  their  iflue  not 
being  gracious,  than  they  are  in  lofmg  them,  when  they 
have  approved  their  virtues. 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince  ;  what 
his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown :  but  I  have 
(mufingly)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  Court, 
and  is  Jefs  frequent  to  his  princely  exercifes  than  formerly 
he  hath  appear'd. 

Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camilloy  and  with  fome 
care  fo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervice,  which  look 
Bpon  his  removednefs ;  from  whom  I  have  this  intelligence, 
that  he  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a  moft  homely  ^ep- 
herd  ;  a  man,  they  fay,  that  frsm  very  nothing,  and  be- 
yond the  imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into  an 
unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard.  Sir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a 
daughter  of  moft  rare  note  j  the  report  of  her  is  extended 
more  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage. 

Pol.  That's  iikewife  part  of  my  intelligence  ;  and,  I 
fear,  the  angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  Thou  ftialt 
accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  appearing 
what  we  are)  have  feme  queftion  with  the  /hepherd  j  from 
whofe  fimpjicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to  get  the  caufe  ©f 
my  fon's  refort  thither.  Pr'ythee  be  my  prefent  partner 
in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay  afide  the  thoughts  of  Sicilia, 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol.  My  htikCamillo,  wemuftdifguife  ourfelves.  [Extunt, 
SCENE    III,      The  Ccuntry,     Enter  Anlolkus  Jinging, 
fVhen  daffadih  begin  to  peere, 

JVith  hey  th^  doxy  over  the  dale, 
IVhy  then  comes  in  the  five et  o'  th'year  : 
For  the  red  blotd  reigm  ti'tr  the  Trinier^f  ^ale, 
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The  ivhUe  Jheet  bleaching  on  the  hedcr^^ 

With  hey  the  fweet  birdsy  0  hoiv  theyfingl 
Doth  jet  my  progging  tooth  on  edge^ 

For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dijhfcr  a  King, 
The  lark  that  tirra  lyra  chaunts, 

With  hey,  'with  hey  the  thmp  and  the  jay  : 
Are  fummer  Jongs  for  me  and  my  aunts, 

While  ive  lye  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  have  ferved  Prince  Florizel,  and  in  my  time  wore  three- 
pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  fcrvice. 

But  fiall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  ? 

The  pale  moon  Jhines  by  night  : 
And  ivhen  I  ivander  here  and  tberf, 

I  then  do  go  moji  right, 

2f  tinkers  may  have  leaiie  to  live, 
And  bear  the  foio-Jkin  budget. 
Then  my  account  livell  may  give. 
And  in  the  flocks  avouch  it. 
My  traffic  is  fheets  ;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  lefTer 
linnen.     My  father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being,  as  I 
am,  htter'd  under  Mercury,  was  likewife  a  fnapper-up  of 
unconfider'd  trifles :  with  die  and  drab  I  purchas'd  this  ca- 
parifon,  *  and  my  revenue  is  the  fly  cheat.     Gallows  and 
knocks  are  too  powerful  on  the  high-way,  beating  and 
Jianging  are  terrors  to  me  :  for  the  life  to  come,  I  fleep  out 
the  thought  of  it.     A  prize !  a  prize ! 

Enter  Cloivn, 
Clo,  Let  me  fee,  every  eleventh  weather  tods,  every  tod 
yields  a  pound  and  one  odd  fhilling  j  fifteen  hundred  iiorn, 
what  comes  the  wooll  to  ? 

Aiit.  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  cock's  mine.        \Afide. 

Clo.  I  cannot  do'^t  without  compters.  Let  me  fee,  what 

am  I  to  buy  tor  our  fheep-fhearing  feaft  ?  three  pound  of 

fugar,  five  pound  of  currants,  rice — what  will  this  fifter 

of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  but  my  father  hath  made  her  milU 

trefs  of  the  feaft,  and  fhe  lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four 

and  twenty  nofe-gays  for  the  /hearers ;  ■\  three-man  fong- 

*  Meaning  the  poor  ragged  cloaths  he  had  on. 

•f  Meaning  tJiofe  who  fiog   Cawhw  wiU<ll  ««  generally  in 

Jhiec  pa^-cs.  iXiXA- 
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men  all,  and  very  good  ones,  but  they  arc  moft  of  them 
i7ieans  and  bafcs  j  but  one  puritan  among  them,  and  he 
fmgs  pfalms  to  horn-pipes.  I  muft  have  faflfron  to  colour 
the  warden-pies,  mace — dates — none — that's  out  of  my 
note  :  nutmegs,  feven ;  a  race  or  two  of  ginger,  but  that  I 
Biay  beg ;  four  pound  of  prunes,  and  as  many  raifms  o'th'  fan. 

Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born !  [Groveling  on  the  ground, 

do.  V  th'  name  of  me— 

Aut.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me !  pluck  but  off  thefe  rags, 
and  then  death,  death— 

Clo.  Alack,  poor  foul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags  to 
lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Aut.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me, 
more  than  the  ftripes  I  have  receiv'd,  which  are  mighty 
ones,  and  millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  man !  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to 
a  great  matter. 

Aut.  I  am  robb'd.  Sir,  and  beaten ;  my  mony  and  appa- 
fci  ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put  upon  me» 

Clo,  What,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot-man  ? 

Aut.  A  foot-man,  fweet  Sir,  a  foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  ihould  be  a  foot-man,  by  the  garments 
he  has  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  horfe-man's  coat,  it 
hath  feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  I'll  help 
thee.     Come,  lend  me  thy  hand.  [Helping  him  up, 

Aut.  Oh  \  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh ! 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  foul ! 

Aut.  Oh  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir :  I  fear.  Sir,  my 
ihoalder-blade  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  Sir  j  good  Sir,  foftly ;  you  ha*  done 
me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  mony  ?  I  have  a  little  mony  for  thee. 

Aut.  No,  good  fweet  Sir :  no,  I  befeech  you.  Sir  j  I 
have  a  kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence,  unto 
whom  I  was  going  j  I  ihall  there  have  mony,  or  any  thing  I 
want :  offer  me  no  mony,  I  pray  you  ;  that  kills  my  heart. 

Clo,  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd  you  ? 

Aut.  A  fellow.  Sir,  that  \  have  known  to  go  about  with 
trcli-madacis :  I  knew  him  once  a  fcrvant  of  the  Prince  j  I 

cannot 
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cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for  which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but 
lie  was  certainly  whipp'd  out  of  the  Court. 

Clo.  His  vices,  you  would  fay  j  there's  no  virtue  whipp'd 
out  of  the  Court ;  they  cherifh  it  to  make  it  flay  there, 
and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Aut,  Vices  I  would  fay.  Sir.  I  know  this  man  well, 
he  hath  been  fince  an  ape-bearer,  then  a  procefs-ferver,  a 
bailiff  5  then  he  compaft  a  motion  *  of  the  prodigal  fon, 
and  married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land 
and  living  lyes  5  and  having  flown  over  many  knaviih  pro- 
felTions,  he  fettled  only  in  rogue  j  fome  call  him  Autolicus, 

Clo.  Out  upon  him,  prig  !  fOr  my  life,  prig  I  he  haunts 
wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aut.  Very  true,  Sir  ;  he.  Sir,  he ;  that's  tlie  rogue  that 
put  me  into  this  apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cov/ardly  rogue  in  all  Bithynia  ;  if  you 
had  but  look'd  big,  and  ipit  at  him,  he'd  have  run. 

Avt.  I  muft  confefs  to  you,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter  ;  I  am 
falfe  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  warrant  him, 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 

Aut.  Sv/eet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was  ;  I  can  ftand, 
and  walk  ;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace 
foftly  towarrls  my  liinfman's.    . 

Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut.  No,  gocd-fac'd  Sir  ;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  ftirewel,  I'muft  go  to  buy  fpices  for  our  fheep- 
ihearing.  .       [Exit. 

Aut.  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir !  Your  purfc  is  not  hot 
enough  to  purchafe  yeur  fpice.  I'll  be  with  you  at  your 
fheep-fheariniT  too  :  if  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out  ano- 
ther, and  the  fnearers  prove  ihcep,  let  me  beunroird,  f  aad 
my  name  put  into  the  book  of  T?irtue. 
SONG. 
Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-patb  ivay. 

And  merrily  bend  thejide-a. 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day. 

Your  fad  tires  in  a  mile-a.  [Exitn 

•  A  M(tion  i»  a  Word  for  a  'Pnj>pit  ftjev. 

f  Alluding  to  the  focicncsinio  winch  the  notorious  cheats  and 

^'  SCENE 
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SCENE    rV.     The  old  Shepherd' sHoufe. 
Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 
TIo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  yovi 
Do  give  a  life  :  no  ihepherdefs,  but  Flora 
Peering  in  Aprils  front.     This  your  iheep-fhearing 
(s  a  meeting  of  the  petty  Gods, 
And  vou  the  Qiieen  on't. 

Per,  Sir,  my  gracious  Lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams  it  not  becomes  me  : 
Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  felf. 
The' gracious  mark  o'th'  land,  you  have  obfcur'd^ 
With  a  fwain's  wearing  ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  Goddefs-like  prank'd  up.     But  that  our  feafts 
In  every  mefs  have  folly,  and  X.\\t  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom  ;  I   ihould  blufli 
To  fee  you  fo  attired,  fwoon,  I  think. 
To  fhev/  m.y  felf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  bl'efs  the  time 
When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caiife  ! 
To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  greatnefs 
Hath  net  been  us'd  to  fear  ;  even  now  I  trembl« 
To  think  your  father,  by  fome  accident. 
Should  pais  this  way,  as  you  did  :  oh  the  fates, 
How  WQuId  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble. 
Vilely  bound  up  !  what  would  he  fay  !  or  hov/ 
Should  I  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  flaunts  behold 
Tlie  fternnefs  of  his  prefence  ! 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  Gods  themfelves. 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  fhapes  of  beafts  upon  them.      Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  5  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ;  dnd  the  fire-rob' d  God, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain. 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chafte  j  fince  my  defires 
■l\un  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  lufts 

Burjy 
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Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per.  O  but,  dear  Sir, 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'  pow'r  o'th'  King, 
One  of  thefe  two  necelTities  muft  be. 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofcj 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo,  Thou  deareft  Perdita, 
"With  thefe  forc'd  thoughts  I  pr'ythee  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'  th'  feaft  ;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair. 
Or  not  my  father's.     For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.     To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Tho'  deftiny  fay  no.     Be  merry,  gentleft  ! 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  guefts  are  coming  I    , 
Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  'twere  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  fhall  come. 

Per,  O  Lady  fortune. 
Stand  you  aufpicious ! 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Shepherd,  Chivn,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants  j  'wifb 

Polixenes  and  Camillo  difguii'd. 

Flo.  See,  your  guefts  approach  j 
Addrefs  your  felf  to  entertain  them  fprightly,' 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep,  Fie,  daughter  j  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day  fiie  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook, 
Both  dame  and  fervant ;  welcom'd  all,  ferv'd  all  j 
Would  fing  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn  ;  now  here 
At  upper  end  o'  th'  table,  now  i'th'  middle  j 
On  his  ftiou  der,  and  his ;  her  face  o'  fire 
With  labour  5  •  nd  the  things  flie  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.     You  are  retired. 
As  if  you  were  a  feafted  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting  :  pray  you  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  bluihes,  and  prefent  your  felf 

That 
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That  which  you  arc,  miftrefs  o'  th'  feaft.     Come  on. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  j'our  fheep-fhearing. 
As  your  good  flock  fhall  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  you're  welcome.  [To  Pol.  a«iCam. 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fhould  ta!<e  on  me 
The  hoilefsfliip  o'  th'  day  ;  you're  welcome,  Sirs. 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas.     Reverend  Sirs, 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long  : 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  fhearing  ! 

Pol.  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient. 
Nor  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  wiriter,  the  faireft  flowers  o'th'  fealoji 
Are  our  carnations,  and  ftreak'd  gilly-flowers 
Which  fome  call  nature's  baftards  5  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  ihem. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden. 
Do  you  ncgleft  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  an  art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  fli^res 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol.  Say  there  be, 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  n©  mean, 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  j  fo  over  that  art. 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes  5  you  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  fcyon  to  the  wildeft  flccJ-:, 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race.     This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature,  change  it  rather  j  but 
The  art  it  felf  is  nature. 

Per,  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  giUy-flowers, 
And  do  not  call  them  baftards. 

Per.  I'll  not  put 

Vol.  IV.  F  The 
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The  dibble  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  themi 
No  more  than  were  I  painted,  I  would  wi/h 
This  youth  fliould  lay  'twere  well  j  and  only  therefore 
Pefire  to  breed  by  me.     Here's  flowers  for  you  j 
Hot  lavendei,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram. 
The  mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  tit'  fan. 
And  with  him  rjfes,  weeping  :  theCe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fumhier,  and,  I  think,  they  are  givm 
To  men  of  middle  age.     Y'are  very  welcome. 

Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out,  alas  ! 
yo*'d  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  Jamtary 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.  Now,  fairfift friend, 
I  would  I  had  fome  flowers  o'  th'  fpring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  j  and  yours,  and  youTS, 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maiden-heads  growing  :  O  Frojerpina^ 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  tliou  let'ft  faB 
From  D/s's  waggon  !  early  daffadils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  ^  violets  dim. 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes. 
Or  Cytherea's  breath  5  pale  primrofes. 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phcebus  in  his  ftrength,  a  malady 
Mofl:  incident  to  maids  ;  gold  oxflips,  and 
The  crown-imperial :  lillies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flower -de-lis  being  one.     O,  thefe  I  Jack 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and  my  fweet  friend 
To  ib-ow  him  o'er  and  o'er. 
Flo.  What?  likeaCoarfe? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lye  and  play  on  | 
Not  like  a  Coarfe  j  or  if,  not  to  be  buried 
But  quick,  and  in  mii>.e  arms.     Come,  take  your  flowers, 
Mctlunks  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In  Whitfund'  paftorah:  fure  ttin  robe  of  mine 
Does  change  my  dilpofition, 

Flo.  What  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  if  done.     When  you  fpsak,  fwest. 
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I'd  have  yoa  do  it  ever ;  wherr  ysu  fing, 

Fd  have  yaa  buy  and  fell  fo  j  fo  give  alms  ; 

Pray  lb  j  and  for  the  ord'ring  your  affairs. 

To  fing  them  too.     When  you  do  dance,  I  wi/h  yoq 

A  wave  o'th'fea,  that  you  might  e\Tr  do 

Nothing  but  that  j  move  ftill,  ftill  fo. 

And  own  no  other  function.     Each  your  doing. 

So  fingTilar  in  each  particular. 

Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  the  prefent  deeds. 

That  all  your  ads  are  Queens. 

Per.  O  Do  rides  y 
Your  praifes  are  too  large  ;  but  that  your  yonth 
And  the  true  blood  which,  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it^ 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  /hepherd^i 
With  v»dfdom  I  might  fear,  my  Dor  ides. 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo.  I  think  you  have 
As  littfe  fkill  in  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't.     But  come,  our  dance  I  pray; 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita  ;  fo  turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  FH  fwear  for  'em. 

FoL  This  is  the  prettiefl  low-born  lafs  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green-ford  ;  nothing  fhe  does,  or  feems^ 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  felf  ^ 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam,  He  tells  htr  fomething 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  good  footb  Ac  is 
The  Qseen  of  curds  ar»i  cream. 

CIc.  Come  on,  ftrikc  up. 

Dor.  Mop/a  muft  be  your  miftrefs ;  marry,  garlick 
To  mend  her  kifling  with. 

Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 

Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  ftand  upon  oaf  in«in6c?j 
come  ftfike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepberdeff^s. 

Pol.  I  pray,  good  /hepherd,  what  fair  fwaia  is  this 
"Who  dances  with  your  datighter  ? 

Skep.  They  mil  him  Doricles,  and  he  boafls  hiqifcif 
To  have  a  worthy  breeding  ;  but  I  have  it 
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Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it : 

He  looks  like  iooth  ;  he  fays  he  loves  my  daughter,  ' 

I  think  fo  too  5  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  ftand  and  read 

As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes ;  and,  to  be  plain, 

I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 

Which  loves  the  other  beft. 

Pol.  She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  Oie  does  any  thing,  tho'  I  report  it 
That  ihould'  be  filent ;  if  young  Doriclcs 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  fhajl  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  a  Servarf. 

Ser.  O  mailer,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and  pipe  : 
no,  the  bag-pipe  could  not  move  you  j  he  fmgs  feveral 
tunes  fafter  than  you'll  tell  mony  ;  he  utters  them  as  he 
had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  mens  ears  grow  to  his  tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  com.e  better  j  he  ihall  come  in  ;  I 
love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  b«  doleful  matter 
merrily  fet  down  ;  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung 
lamentably. 

Ser.  Ke  hath  fongs  for  man  or  woman  of  all  fizes  }  no 
milliner  can- fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  gloves:  he  has  the 
prettieft  love-fongs  for  maids,  fo  without  bawdry,  (which  is 
ftrange)  with  fuch  delicate  burthens  of  dil-do's,  and  fa- 
ding's :  jump  her  and  thump  her  :  and  where  fome  ftretch- 
mouth'd  rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief,  and 
break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  maid  to 
anfwer.  Whoop !  do  me  no  harm,  good  man  }  puts  him  off, 
nights  him,  with  Whoop  !  do  me  no  harm,  good  man. 

Pol,  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo.  Beheve  me,  thou  talkefl  of  an  admirable-coxceited 
fellow  j  has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'th'  rainbow  ; 
points,  more  than  all  the  lav/yers  in  Bithynia  can  learnedly 
handle,  tho'  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs  :  inkles,  cad- 
difles,  cambricks,  lawns  ;  why,  he  fmgs  'em  over  as  they 
were  Gods  or  Goddcffes ;  you  would  think  a  fmock  were  a  fhe- 

angel. 
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«igel,  he  fo  chants  to  tte  ileeve-band,  and  the  work  about 
the  fquare  on't. 

Ck.  Pr'jthee  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach  ling- 
ing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words  in's 
tones. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  pediars  tliat  have  more  in  tlieBi 
than  you'd  think,  fifter. 

Per.  Ay^  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 
Enter  Autolicus  Jinging^ 
LoTvn  as  ivhite  as  driven  fno-Wf 
Cyprus  black  as  e'er  teas  croiu  j 
Glsves  as  Jkveet  as  damajk  rofes, 
Majks  for  faces  y  and  for  nofes^ 
JIugle-bracelets,  neck-lace  amber^ 
Perfume  for  a  hadf  s  chambers 
Gulden  qmfzj  avdfomachers, 
F(rr  my  lads  to  give  their  dears  : 
Pins,  and  poaking-Jiicks  of  fleet y 
What  maids  lack  from  bead  to  heel : 

Came  buy  of  me,  come :  come  buy,  come  buy, 
R  Buy,  lads,  cr  el je your  lajfes  cry:  come  buy. 

Ck.  If  I  were  nst  in  love  with  Mopja,  thou  ihould'ft 
tnJreno  rnony  cf  me  :  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  itwill 
alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and  gloves. 

Mcp.  I  was  promised  them  againft  the  feaft,  but  they 
come  not  too  hte  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  than  that,  or  there 
be  liars. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you  :  'may  be 
ie  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  fhame  you  to  give  him 
again. 

Clo.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will  they 
wear  their  plackets  where  they  fhould  bear  their  faces  ?  is 
there  not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or 
kili-hole,  to  whiftle  off  thefe  fecrets,  but  you  muft  be 
tittle-tattling  before  all  our  guefts  ?  'tis  well  they  are  whif- 
pering  :  charm  your  tor.gue:,  and  not  a  word  more. 

Af(p.  I  have  ioTtt :  come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry 
lace,  ind  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves. 

F  3  Ch, 
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Cb,  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the  way, 
and  loft  all  my  mony  ? 

j^ut.  And  indeed.  Sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad,  there- 
fore it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing  here. 

j^ut.  I  hope  fo,  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcel* 
of  charge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here  ?  ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fome,  I  love  a  ballad  in  print,  er 
a  life,  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

^ut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  ufurer's 
wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  mony  bags  at  a  bur- 
then, and  how  fhe  long'd  to  eat  adders  heads,  and  toads 
carbonado'd. 

Moj[}.  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

j^ut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  'Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurer! 

^ut.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  one  MiftrefsT^/f- 
porter,  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefent. 
Why  fhould  I  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Pray  you  now  buy  it. 

Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  j  and  let's  firft  fee  mote  ballads  ; 
we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

j^tit.  Here's  another  ballad  of  a  fifli  that  appear'd  upon 
the  coaft,  onWednefday  the  fourfcore  oi  April,  forty  thou- 
fand  fadom  above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad  againft  the 
hard  hearts  of  maids  5  it  was  thought  fhe  was  a  woman, 
and  was  turn  d  into  a  cold  fift,  for  fiie  would  not  exchange 
fle/h  with  one  that  lovM  her:  the  ballad  is  very  pitiful, 
and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  VOu  ?  '  . 

Aut.  Five  juftices  hands  at  it  j  and  wjtneffes  more  than 
jny  pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  another. 

Aut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 
Aut.  Why,  this  is  a  palTmg  merry  one,  and  goes  ttf 
the  tune  of  'Tiuo  maids  luooing  a  man  ;  there's  fcarce   a 
^aid  weftwsrd   but  ihe  fings  it :  'tis  in  x^^''~%  I  ca^ 

tell    VQU.  ^^ 

^  Mop, 
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Mop.  We  can  both  fmg  it  j  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
ihalt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  tune  on't  a  month  a-go. 
Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  muft  know  'tis  my  occu- 
pation :  have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 
Aut.  Get  you  hence,  for  I  muji  go, 
V/here  it  fits  not  you  to  knoiv. 
Dor.  Whither? 
Mop.  0  iv  hit  her  ? 
Dor.  Whither? 
Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  nvell, 

Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell. 
Dor.  Me  too,  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goeji  to  tF  grangey  or  miU, 
Dor.  If  to  either y  thou  doji  ill ; 
Aut.  Neither, 
Dor.  What  neither  ! 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  hajifivorn  my  love  to  he. 
Mop.  Thou  hafi  ftvorn  it  more  to  me  : 

Then  luhither  goejl  ?  fay  nvhitber  f 
''  Clo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves :  my 
father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  aad  we'll  not 
trouble  them  :  come  bring  away  thy  pack  after  me. 
Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both  :  pedlar,  let's  have  thu 
Crft  choice:  follow  me,  girls. 

Aut.  And  you  fhall  pay  well  for  'em. 
SONG. 
Will  you  buy  any  tape,  or  lace  for  your  cape. 

My  dainty  duck,  my  dear-a  ? 
Anyfilk,  any  thread,  any  toys  for  your  bead 
Of  the  niu'fi,  and  finfi,  fin''fi  ivear-a  ? 
Come  to  the  pedlcr,  monfs  a  medler. 
That  doth  utter  all  mens  ivare-a. 

[Exeunt  Clo'zvn,  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  and  Mo^h, 
SCENE    VII.     Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.   Mafler,  there  are   three  goat-herds,  three   fhep- 
herds,  three  neat-herds,  and  three  fwine-herds  that  have 
made  theiufelves  all  mea  of  hair,  they  call  theinfelves  fal- 

tier^ 
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tiers,  and  they  have  a  dance,  which  the  wenches  fay  is  a 
gallymaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in' t:  bat 
they  themfelves  are  o'  th'  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rough  for 
fcme  that  know  little  but  bowling,  it  will  pleafe  plenti- 
fviljy. 

Skcp.  Away ;  we'll  none  on't :  here  has  been  too  mudi 
homeiy  foolery  already.     I  know.  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

Pol.  You  weary,  thofe  that  refrelh  us :  'pray  let's  ice 
tliefe  four  threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  Sir,  ha^ 
danc'd  before  the  King  j  and  nottheworftof  the  three 
but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th'  fquare. 

Skep.  Leave  your  prating  j  fince  thefe  good  men  are 
pler.s'd,  let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

I'lo.  O,  father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Here  a  Dance  of  iivehe  Satyrs. 

Pol.  Is  it  not  too  far  gone  i*  *tis  time  to  part  them  ; 
He's  fimple,  and  te'ls  much.     How  now,  fair  fliepherd  ? 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething  that  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  /he  with  knack:  :  I  v.'ould  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedler's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance  5  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     If  your  kfs 
Intepretation  fhould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty,  you  were  ftraite;! 
For  a  reply  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

F/c.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are  5 
The  gifts  /he  looks  from  me,  art  packt  sna  lockt 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  alrc-dv. 
But  not  dehver'd.     O,  hear  me  breathe  my  life  ^ 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who  it  fliould  feern 
Hath  fometime  lov'd.     I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand. 
As foft  as  dove's  dov»n,  and  as  white  as  it. 
Or  Ethiopians  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fncw 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  bliii:  twice  o'er. 

Fd,  What  follows  thit  ? 

Hew 
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How  prettily  the  young  fwain  feems  to  waffi 
The  hand  was  fair  before  !  I've  put  you  out  j 
But  to  your  proteftation  :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

Pol,  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men  5  the  earth,  and  heav'ns,  aad  all : 
That  were  I  crown''d  the  moH:  imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy,  were  I  the  faireil  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  j  for  her  imploy  them  all. 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  fervice. 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pol.  Fairly  offer'd. 

Cam.  This  fhews  a  found  aifeftion, 

Shep.  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  be.ter. 
By  th'  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain  j 
And,  friends  unknown  !  you  fhall  bear  witnefs  to't  ; 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 
I*th'  virtue  of  your  daughter  ;  one  being  iea<J, 
I  iiiall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet. 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder :  but  come  on. 
Contrail  us  'fore  thefe  witneiTes. 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand  j 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Soft,  fwain,  a  while  j 'befeech  you. 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  ;  but  what  of  him  ? 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  does  nor  fhalj. 

iol,  Metlunks  a  fai.h«r 
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Is  at  the  nuptial  of  bis  fbn  a  gueft 

That  belt  becomes  the  table  :   'pray  you  once  more, 

li  not  your  father  grown  incapable. 

Of  rcajfonable  affairs  >  is  he  not  ftupid 

With  age,  and  aJt'ring  rhennis  ?  can  he  fpealc  ?  hear? 

Know  man  from  man  ?  difputc  his  own  eftatc  ? 

Lyes  he  not  bed-rid?  and  again  does  nothing 

But  what  he  did  being  childifli  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir  j 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  flrength  indeei 
Than  moft  have  of  his  age. 

FoL  By  my  white  beai'd. 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  reafon  my  fon 
Should  chufe  himfelf  a  wife,  but  as  good  reafon 
The  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  clfe 
But  fair  pofterity)  ihould  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Flo.   1  yield  all  this  ; 
But  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs, 

Pol.  Let  him  know't. 

Fh.  Hefhallnot. 

PoL  Pr'ythee  let  him. 

Flo.  No ;  he  muft  not. 

Shep.  Let  him,  my  fon,  he  /hall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  ccme,  he  muft  not : 
Mark  our  contraft. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce,  young  Sir,  [Difccvering  himfelf » 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledged.     Thou  a  fcepter's  heir 
That  thus  affeft'ft  a  fheep-hook  !  Thou  old  traytor, 
I'mforry  that  by  hanging  thee  I  can 
But  iTicrten  thy  life  one  week.     And  thou  fre/h  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  coap'ff  with 

Shep.  Oh  my  heart ! 

Pel,  Yl\  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars,  andmnde 

Moxt 
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More  homc-ry  than  thy  rtatc.     For  thee,  ibnd  f^ov, 
Jf  I  may  ever  know  thou  doll  but  figh 
That  thou  no  more  /halt  lee  this  knack,  (as  never 
I  mean  thou  ihak,)  we'll  bar  thee  from  fucceflion. 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin, 
Lefs  than  Deucalion  ofr  :  mark  thou  my  words  j 
Follov/  us  to  the  Court.     Thou  churl,  for  this  tlme^ 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  and  you,  enchantment. 
Worth)  enough  a  herdfman,  yea,  him  too 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein. 
Unworthy  thee  ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rur.^I  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hocpe  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee. 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  \Ex',^» 

SCENE   VIII. 

Ter,  Even  here  undone  : 
I  was  not  much  afraid  j  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  felf-fame  fun  that  /hines  upon  his  Court, 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.     Will't  pleafe  you.  Sir,  be  gone  ?  [To  Flo, 
1  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.      'Befeech  you. 
Of  your  ov/n  ftate  take  care  :  from  this  my  dream 
Being  now  awake,  FlI  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam,  why,  how  now,  father  ? 
Speak  ere  thou  dieli. 

Sthtf.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know.     O  Sir,      [Ts  Flo, 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfccre  three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  m  quiet  j  yea. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd. 
To  lye  clofs  by  his  hcneft  bones  ;  but  now 
Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  iTiroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  piieft  fhovels  in  duft.     Oh  curfed  wretch  ! 

[To  Perdita. 
Thon  knevv'ft  this  was  the  Prince,  zni.  would' ft  adventure 
To  mingle  faith  with  him.     Undone,  undone  ! 

If 
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If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 

To  die  when  I  defire.  TV  % 

SCENE    IX.  *•        * 

"Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  ferry,  not  afraid  j  delay'd. 
But  nothing  alter'd :  what  I  was  I  am  • 
More  draining  on  for  plucking  back  j  not  following 
My  Jeam  unwillingly.  * 

Cam,  Gracious  my  Lord, 
You  knovv  your  father's  temper  :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech,  which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him  ;  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight  as  yet,  I  fear  : 
jlhen,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him. 

F/c.  I  not  purpofe  it, 
-I  think,  Camillt. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Pfr.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  > 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  laft 
.cut   till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith,  and  then 
Let  nature  cru/h  the  fides  o'th*  earth  together, 

^nd  mar  the  feeds  within  ! Lift  up  thy  looks.—— 

l^ronimyfucceflion  wipeme,  father,  I 
Am  heir  to  »iy  afFedlion. 
Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon  j 

If  not,  my  fenfes  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs 

i^o  bid  it  welcome.. 
Cam.  This  is  defperate,  Sir. 
Flo.  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  : 

1  needs  muft  think  it  honefty,     Cami'Uoy 

Not  for  Bithynia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 

Be  thereout  glean'd  ;  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 

The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 

In  unknown  fadoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 

To  this  my  fair  belov'd  :  therefore,  I  pray  you'^ 


The  Winter's  Tale.  65 

As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend, 

When  he  /haJl  mifs  me,  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  counfcis 

Upon  his  pafllon  ;  let  my  felf  and  fortune 

Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  kno^ 

And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  fea 

With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  en  fhore  j 

And  moft  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 

A  veilel  rides  fafr  by,  but  not  prepar'd 

For  this  defign.     What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 

Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 

Concern  me  the  reporting. 
Cam.   O  my  Lord, 

I  would  your  ipirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 

Or  ftronger  for  voi-r  need. 
Flo.  Hark,  Perdita. 

ril  hear  you  by  and  by.  ^*ro  Cam. 

Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 

Refolv'd  for  flight :  now  were  I  hapoy,  if 

His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  5 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour, 

Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 

And  that  unhappy  King,  my  mafter,  whom 

I  fo  much  tliirfl-  to  fee.  \^ftde. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo  ; 
1  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  i'th'  love 
That  I  have  bom  your  father. 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  muficfc 
To  fpeak  your  deeds,  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompenc'd,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  Lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King, 
And  through  him  what  is  nearefr  to  him,  °wh)ch  i? 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  ray  diredtion. 
If  your  mere  ponderous  and  fettled  projedt 
May  fufl"er  alteration  :  on  mine  honour. 

Vol.  IV.  G  ni 
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ril  poiiit  you  where  you  /hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  fliall  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miftrefs  ;  from  the  whom,  I  fee, 
There'^s  no  disjunftion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heav'ns  forfend)  your  ruin.     Marry  her. 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontented  father  I  will  frrive 
To  qualifie  and  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Camillo, 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee. 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet : 
But  as  th'  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
Tow  ards  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  felves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Ccm.  Then  lift  to  me  : 
This  follows,  if  ycu  will  not  change  your  purpofe> 
But  undergo  this  flight  j  make  for  Si'cilia, 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Frincefs 
if  For  fo  I  fee  /he  muft  be)  'fore  Ltontes  j 
She  ihall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 
Ti.e  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks  I  fee 
Lecntcs  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth  }  aiks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefsj 
As  'twere  i'th'  father's  perfon  ;  kifles  the  hands 
Of  your  frefli  Prlncefs  5  o'er  and  o'er  dividps  him 
'Tuixt  his  unkindnef;,  and  his  kindnefs  :  the  t-ac 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Falser  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.  V/ortiay  Camillo, 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  ihall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

CaiK.  Sent  by  the  King  your  father 
To  greet  him,  aiid  to  give  him  comforts.     Sir, 
1'he  manner  cA  your  bearing  tov/ards  him,  with 
Wljyt  yoti,  ?.?  from  your  father,  /hall  deliver. 
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Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down  ; 
The  which  fhall  point  yov  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  muft  fay,  that  he  fhall  not  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there. 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart, 

FI9.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  feme  fap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  v^'atcrs,  undream'd  /hores ;  mofl  csrtair.^ 
To  miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you, 
But  as  you  Hiake  off  one,  to  take  another 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  your  anchors,  which 
Do  their  beft  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you      " 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be :  befides,  yoy  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  freih  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Affliction  alters. 

Per,  One  of  thefe  is  true : 
I  think  afflidlion  may  fubdue  the  cheek. 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  fhall  not  at  your  father's  houfc,  thefe  feven  years^ 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo,  My  good  Camillo, 
She  is  as  foPA-ard  of  her  breeding,  as 
rth'  rear  of  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  inftrudlions,  for  fhe  feems  a  miflrefs 
To  mofl  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon.  Sir  j  for  this 
I'll  blufh  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettieft  Perdita 

But  oh,  the  thorns  we  ftand  upon  !  Camillo^ 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me  ; 
The  medicine  of  our  houfe ;  how  fhall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bithynia"%  fon. 
Nor  fhall  appear  in  Sicily 

Cam,  My  Lord, 
V&kv  none  of  this :  I  thinJc  you  know  my  fortunes 

G  a  Do 
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Do  all  lye  vhere  :  it  fliull  he  fo  my  care 

To  h?.ve  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 

The  fcene  you  play  were  mine.     For  inftance,  Sir, 

That  you  may  know,  you  ihall  not  want ;  one  word. 

\T'hey  talk  afide, 
SCENE     X.      Enter  AwtoWcns. 
Aut.  Ha,  ho.,  what  a  fool  honefty  is  !   and  truft,   his 
fv,'orn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !    I  have  fold  all 
my  trumpery  5  not  a  counterfeit  ilone,  not  a 'ribbon,  glafs, 
pomander,  brcwch,  table-bock,  ballad,  knife,  tape,  glove, 
ilioe-tye,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack  from  fac- 
ing :  they  tlirong  v.-ho  fhould  buy  firrt,  as  if  my  trinkets 
had  been  hallcwed  and  brought  a  benediCdonto  the  buyer; 
by  which  means,  I  faw  whofa  purfe  was  beft  in  piAure  ;• 
and  v.'hat  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  1  remember'd.    My  gooci 
Clown  (v.'ho  wants  but  fomiCthing  to  be  a  reafonable  man) 
grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches  fcng,  that  he  would  not 
ftir  his  pettitoes  'till  he  had  both  tunc  and  words, _  which 
fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other 
fenfes  ftuck  in  ears^  you  might  h:\ve  pinch' d  a  placket,  it 
was  fenfclefs  ;  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a  cod-piece  of  a  puife; 
I  v/ould  have  filed  keys  off  that  hung  in  chains :  no  hcar- 
L-ag,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sir's  fong,  and  admiring  the  no- 
thing of  it.    "So  that  in  tiiis  tim.e  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd 
and  cut  mcft  of  their  feftival  purfes  :  and  had  not  the  old 
man  come  in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter  and  the 
King's  fon,  and  fcar'd  m.y  choughs  from  the  chaff,  I  had 
not  left  a  purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

Camillo,  Florizel,  ^^ji  Perdita  come  fomvard. 
Cam.  Nay  5  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being  there. 
So  foon  as  vou  arrive,  ihall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King  Leontes-^ 
Cam,  Shall  fatisne  your  father. 
Per.  Happy  be  you  ! 
i^ll  that  you  fpeak  Ihews  fair.  ' 

Ca7n.  Who  have  we  here  ?      _  _       iSeemg  Autol. 

VvVil  make  an  inflrument  of  this  j  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 
Jut.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why,  hanging, 
'  Cam, 
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Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow,  come,  why  Hiak'/l  thou  fo  ? 
Fear  not,  man,  here's  no  harm  intfendcd  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow.    Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill  i 
Here's  no  body  will  fteal  that  from  thee  j  yet  for  the  out- 
ixAt  of  thy  poverty,  we  mult  make  an  exchange  :  therefore 
dil'cafe  thee  inftanvly,  (thou  muft  think  there's  a  nece/Tity 
in't)  and  change  garments  with  this  gentleman  :  tho'  the 
penny-worth  on  his  fide  be  the  v.'orlt,  yet  hold  thee, 
there's  feme  boot. 

.Avt.  1  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir;  I  know  ye  well  enough. 

Cam.  Nay,  pi 'y thee  difpatch  :    the    gentleman  is  half 
Head  already. 

Aiit.  Are  you  in  carncfti  Sir  ?  I  fmcll  the  trick  on't. 

Fb.  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Aut.  Indeed  1  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with  con= 
fcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  miftrcfs,  (let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye !  )  you  mnit  retire  your  felf 
Into  fome  covert  ;  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brov/s,  muffle  your  face, 
Difmantle  you,  and  as  you  can,  difiikcn 
The  truth  of  your  ov.-n  feeming,  that  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  fhip-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee  the  play  fo  lyes 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy  — — 
Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Caiif.  Nay,  you  fhall  have 
No  hat :  con;e,  Lady,  cojne  :  farewel,  my  friend. 

A.-.   Adieu,  Sir. 

Fl'j.  O  Perditay  what  have  we  tv/aiu  forgot  ? 
Pray  you  a  v.ord. 

iiam.  Whut  I  do  next,  fnall  be  to  teii  the  Ki'ig    {^Afde, 

Ox  0£ 
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Of  this  cfcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound  : 
Wiierein  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail 
To  force  him  after  j  in  whofe  company 
I  fhall  review  Sicilia  j  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 
Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us  ! 
Thus  we  let  on,   CamiUo,  to  th'  fea-fide.   •  •"• 

\^Exe.  Flo,  and  Per. 
Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,    the  better.  \_Exit, 

SCENE  XI. 
jiut.  I  underiland  the  bufinefs,  I  heard  it !  to  have  an 
open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceiibr y  for 
a  cut-purfe;  a  good  nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to  fmeli  out 
work  for  th'  other  fenfes.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the 
unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been, 
v>rithout  boot !  what  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange  l 
■  fure  the  Gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  wq  may  do 
any  thing  extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 
of 'iniquity,  ftealing  away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at 
his  heels.  If  I  thought  it  were  not  a  piece  of  honefty  to 
acquaint  the  King  withal,  I  would  do't :  I  hold  it  the 
more  knavery  to  conceal  it  j  and  therein  am  I  conftant  to 
iny  profeffion. 

Enter  CIcnvn  and  Shepherd. 
Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  ;    every 
lane's  end,  every  fhop,  church,   feflion,  hanging,  yields  a 
careful  man  work. 

do.  See,  fee  ;  what  a  man  you  are  now!  there  is  no 
other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  fhe's  a  changeling,  and 
none  of  your  flefh  and  blood. 
Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
Shep,  Go  to  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your  flefh 
and  blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  and  fo  your  flefh  and 
blood  is  not  to  be  punifh'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things 
you  found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  fhe 
has  with  her ;  this  being  done,  let  the  law  go  a  whiftle  j  I 
warrant  you. 

Shep,  I  will  tell  the  King  ajl,  every  word,  yea,  and  his 

foil's 
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fon's  pranks  too  ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honefl:  man  nei- 
ther to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the 
King's  brother-in-law. 

CIo.  Inde«d  brother-in-law  was  the  fartheft  ofr  you  could 
have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  blood  had  been  the  dearer 
by  I  know  not  how  much  an  ounce, 

y^ut.  Very  wifely,  puppies  !  [j^/ide, 

Shcp.  Well  i  let  us  to  the  King  5  there  is  that  in  this 
farthel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may 
be  to  the  flight  of  my  maiier. 
Clo.  Tray  heartily  he  be  at  the  palace. 
Aut.   Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  hcneft,  I  am  fo  fome- 
times  by  chance  :  let  me  pocket  up  my  pedler's  excrement.* 
How  now,  ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 
Shep.  To  th'  palace,  an  it  like  your  worfhip. 
Aut.  Your  affairs  there,  what,  with  whom,  the  condi- 
tion of  that  farthel,  the  place    of  your  dwelling,    your 
names,  your  age,  of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any  thing 
that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcovcr. 
Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  Sir. 
Aut.  A  lie  ;   you  are  rough  and  hairy  \  let  me  have  no 
lying  ;   it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and  they  often  give 
us  foldiers  the  lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  ftampcd 
coin,  not  tabbing  fteel,  therefore  they  do  give  us  the  lie. 
Clo.  Your  Worfliip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manour. 
Shep.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  an't  like  you.  Sir  ? 
Aut.  Whether  it  like   me,   or  no,    I  am  a  Courtier. 
Seeft  thou  not  the  air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  enfoldings  > 
hath  not  my  gate  in  it  the  meafure   of  the  Court  ?  re- 
ceives not  thy  nofe  Court-odour  from  me  >  reflect  I  not  on 
thy  bafenefs.  Court-contempt  ?  think' ft^  thou,  for  that  I 
inlinuate,  or  toze  from  thee  thy  bufinefs,  I   am  therefore 
no  Courtier  ?  I  am  Courtier  Cap-a-pe  :  and  one  that   will 
cither  pufh  on,  or  pufh  back  thy  bufinefs  there,  whereupon 
I  command  thee  to  open  thy  afl'air. 
Shep.  My  bufinefs.  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 
Aut.  What  advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

•  Mttanipg  his  f^lfe  beard. 

Shep, 
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Shep.  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

C/o.  Advocate's  the  Court- word  for  a  pheafant ;  fay  you 
have  none. 

Sbep,  None,  Sir ;  I  have  nd  pheafant  cock,  nor  hen, 

ylut.  How  blefs'd  are  we  that  are  not  fimple  men  I 
Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are. 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  but  be  a  great  Courtier, 

Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomely. 

do.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fantaftical ; 
a  great  man,  I'll  warrant  j  I  know  by  the  picking  on's 
teeth. 

Aut.  The  ferthel  there  j  what's  i'th'  farthei  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthei  and  box, 
which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  fhall 
know  within  this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  the  fpeech  of  him. 

Aut.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Why,  Sir  f 

Aut.  The  King  is  not  at  the  palace,  he  is  gone  aboard  a 
new  fhip,  to  purge  melancholy  and  air  himfelf ;  for  if  thou 
be' ft  capable  of  things  feripus,  thou  muft  know  the  King  is 
full  of  grief. 

Shep.  So  'tis  faid.  Sir,  about  his  fon  that  fhould  have 
married  a  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Aut.  If  that  fhepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him  fly  ; 
the  curfes  he  fhall  have,  the  tortures  he  ftiall  feel,  will 
break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter. 

CIo.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Aut.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fuffer  what  wit  can  make  heavy, 
and  vengeance  bitter  ;  but  thofe  that  are  germain  to  him, 
tho'  removed  fifty  times,  fhall  all  come  under  the  hajig- 
man  ;  which,  tho'  it  be  grea  pity,  yet  it  is  neceffary.  An 
old  fheep-whiftling  rogue,  a  ram-tender  to  offer  to  have  his 
daughter  come  into  grace!  fome  fay  he  fhall  be  f^on'd  ;  but 
thit  death  is  too  foft  for  him,  fay  I :  draw  our  thrsne  into 
ii  fheep-cote  !  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpelt  too  eafic. 

Clo.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon.  Sir^  do  you  bear,  an't 
like  yoy.  %U  t 
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Aut.  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then 
•nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's  neft, 
then  ftand  'till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead  ;  then 
recovered  again  with  Jqua-'vita^  or  fome  other  hot  infufion  ; 
then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and  in  the  hotteft  day  prognoftication 
proclaims)  ihall  he  be  fet  againft  a  brick-wall,  the  fun  look- 
ing with  a  fouthward  eye  upon  him,  where  he  is  to  behold 
him  with  flies  blown  to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe 
traitorly  rafcals,  whofe  miferies  are  to  be  fmil'd  at,  their 
offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you  feem  to  be 
honeft  pUin  men)  what  you  have  to  the  King ;  being 
fomething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring  you  where  he  is 
aboard,  tender  your  perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  m 
your  behalf ;  and  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  King,  to  ef- 
U&.  your  fuits,  here  is  a  man  ihall  do  it. 

do.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority  5  clofe  with  him, 
give  him  gold  ;  and  though  authority  be  a  ftubborn  bear, 
yet  he  is  oft  led  by  tlie  nofe  with  gold  j  fhew  the  infide  of 
your  purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado  : 
Remember  _/?(?«' i  andjiay'd  alive. 

Shep.  An't  pleafe  you.  Sir,   to  undertake  the  bufinefs 
for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have ;  I'll  make  it  as  much  more, 
and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  'till  I  bring  it  you. 
u^ut.  After  I  have  done  v/hat  I  promifed  ? 
Shep.  Ay,  Sir, 

Ant.  Well,  give  me  the  mciety.  Are  you  a  party  m 
this  bufinefs  ? 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,  Sir ;  but  the'  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful  one, 
I  hope  I  ihall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Aut.  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  ihepherd*s  fon ;  hang 
him,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort  5  we  muil  to  the  King,  and 
fhev/  our  flrange  fights  j  he  muil  know  'tis  none  of  your 
daughter  nor  my  filler,  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I  will  give 
you  as  much  as  this  old  man  does,  when  the  bufinefs  is 
perform' d,  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your  pawn  'till  it  be 
brought  you. 

Aut.  I  will  truil  you  ;  walk  before  toward  the  fea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  hand,  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge,  and 

follow  you. 
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Cfo.  We  arc  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay,  even 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us ;  he  was  provided  to 
4o  us  good.  lExeunt  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Aut.  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  would 
not  fbffer  me  j  /he  drops  booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am  court- 
ed now  with  a  double  occafion  :  gold,  and  a  means  to  do 
the  Prmce  my  mafter  good  :  which,  who  knows  how  that 
may  turn  back  to  my  advancement  ?  I  will  bring  thefe  two 
moles,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to 
Aoar  them  again,  and  that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the 
King  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  rogue,  for  be- 
ing fo  far  officious ;  for  I  am  proof  againft  that  title,  and 
what  fliame  elfe  belongs  to't :  to  him  will  I  prefent  them, 
Uittt  may  be  matter  in  it.  \Exit^ 

ACTV.       SCENtl. 

Changes  to  Sicilia, 
Enter  Leontes,  Cleomincs,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants, 
Cle.  O  I  R>  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  porform'd 

O  A  faint-like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make. 
Which  you  have  not  redeem'd  ;  indeed  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs.     At  the  laft 
Do  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil : 
With  them  forgive  ycur  felf, 

Leo.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them,  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  my  felf;   which  was  fo  much 
That  heir-lefs  it  hath  my  Kingdom,  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

Pau.  True,  too  true,  my  Lord  ; 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world. 
Or  from  the  all  that  are  took  fomething  good. 
To  make  a  perfcft  woman,  fhe  you  kill'd 
Would  be  unparallel'd. 

Le9,  I  think  fo.     Kill'd  ? 
She  I  kill'd  ?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  J  did  j  it  is  as  bitter 

Upon 
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Upen  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought,    Now^  good  now. 
Say  (o  but  feldom. 

Cleo.    Not  at  all,  good  Lady  ; 
You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Pau.  You  are  one  of  thofe 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion.    If  you  would  not. 
You  pity  not  he  ftate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  fovereign  name  j  confider  little. 
What  dangers  (by  his  Highnefs'  fail  of  illue) 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on.     What  were  more  holy. 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  Queen.     This  will. 
What  holier,  than  for  royalty's  repair. 
For  prelent  comfort,  and  for  future  good. 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  Majefty  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Pau.  There  is  none  worthy, 
Refpe£cing  her  that's  gone  j  befides,  the  Gods 
Will  have  fulfiU'd  their  fecret  purpofes  : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  Oracle, 
That  King  Leontes  fhall  not  have  an  heir 
'Till  his  loft  child  be  found  ?  which,  that  it  /hall, 
1?  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon. 
As  my  AntigorMS  to  break  his  grave. 
And  come  again  to  me  j  who,  on  my  life. 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  counfel 
My  Lord  fhould  to  the  heav'ns  be  contrary, 
Oppoie  againfi  their  wills.  Care  not  for  iffue'j  [70  the  Kir.g^ 
The  crown  vv^ill  find  an  heir.     Great  Alexander 
I-eft  his  to  th'  worthieft  j  fo  his  fucceflbr 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo.  Ah  !  good  Paulina^ 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour  ;  O,    that  ever  I 
Had  fqwar'd  me  to  thy  counfel  ;  then,  even  now 
I  might  have  looked  upon  my  Queen's  full  eyes, 
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H?ve  taken  treafure  from  her  lips ! 

Pau.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded.  . 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth  : 
No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife  ;  one  worfe 
And  better  us'd  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  poffefs  her  corps,  and  on  this  ftage, 
(Where  we  offended  anew)  appear  foul-vext. 
And  begin,  why  to  me  ? 

Pau.  Had  fhe  fuch  power. 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo'.'  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murther  her  I  married. 

Pau.  I  ihould  fo : 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her  5  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even   your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  follow'd 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,   very  ftars. 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals  :  fear  thou  no  wift : 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina. 

Pau.  Will  you  fvvear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo.  Never,  Paulina,  fo  be  blefs'd   my  fpirit !_ 
Fau.  Then,  good  my  Lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath. 
Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 
Pau.  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Htrmione  as  is  her  picture. 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo.  Good  Madam,  pray  have  done. 
Pau,  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry  ;  if  you  will,  Sir  ; 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  ;  fhe  ihall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former,  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch. 
As,  walk'd  your  firft  Queen's  ghoft,  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms. 
Leo,  My  true  Paulina, 
We  fhall  not  marry,  'till  thou  bidd'ft  us. 
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p.?;/.  That 
Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  breath  : 
Never  'till  then.  i 

SCENE     II.       Enter  a  Ger.tJanav.. 

Ger.t.  One  that  gives  himfelf  out  Priiu  e  Flsrizr/., 
Son  of  PoHxenes,  with  his  Princefs  (fhe 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defircs  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  not 
Like  to  his  father's  greatnefs ;  his  approach, 
So  out  of  circumftance  and  fuddcn,  tells  us 
'Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.     What  train  ? 

Gerrt.  But  few. 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo,  His  Princefs,  fay  you,  with  him  ? 

Gent.  Yes  j  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think^,- 
That  e'er  the  fun  ftone  bright  on. 

Pau.  Oh  Hermione, 
As  every  prefer*  time  doth  boaft  it  felt 
Above  a  better,  gone  j  fo  muft  thy  graces 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  riow.      Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faid,  and  -(vrit  fo,  that  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  ot\  that  themfe  j  Jhe  had  net  been 
Nor  luas  Jhe  to  be  equaWd-^  thus  your  verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once,  'tisfhrewdly  ebb'd> 
To  (xy  you've  feen  a  better. 

Gent.  Pardon,  Madairij 
The  one  I  have  almofl-  forgot,  (your  pardon)  * 

The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtain'd  yov.r  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.     This  is  fuch  a  creature. 
Would  £he  begin  a  feft,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profefTors  elfe,  make  profelytes 
Of  whom  flie  but  bid  follow. 

Pau.  How  ?  not  w-omen  ? 

Geyit.  Women  wall  love  her,  that  fhe  Is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man  :'  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rareft  of  all  women. 

Leo.  Go,  Cleomines ; 
Vour  felf  (aiTifted  with  your  honour'd  friends) 

Vol.  IV,  H  jfring 


) 


78  The  mnter's  Tale. 

Bring  them  to  our  embracement.     Still  'tis  ftrange 

He  thus  fhouid  fteal  upon  us.  \_Exit  Cleomineil 

Pau,  Had  our  Prince 
(Jewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd  ' 
Well  with  this  Lord  j  there  was  not  a  full  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo,  Pr'ythee  no  nrsore  ;  thou  know'iT: 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  taik'd  of  :  fure 
When  I  fhall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeechcs 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  reafon,     They  are  come. 
SCENE     III. 
Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and  otheri\ 
Your  motlier  was  moft  true  to  wedlock.  Prince^ 
For  /he  did  print  your  royai  father  off. 
Conceiving  you.     Were  I  b-at  twenty  one. 
Your  father's  image  js  fo  hit  in  you. 
His  very  air,  that  I  fliould  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.  Moft  dearly  welcome. 
And  your  fair  Princefs  :  Goddefs,  oh !  alas  I 
J  loft  D  couple,  that  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  ftcod  begetting  wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  coupie,  do  ;  and  then  I  loA 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  fociety, 
Arrity  too  of  you,  brave  father,  whom 
(The'  bearing  mifery)  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 

Flo.  Sir,  by  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch' d  Si  cilia,  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King,  as  friend. 
Can  fend  his  brother  5  and  but  infirmity. 
Which  waits  uponw^rn  t.-me:.  hath  fomething  feiz'd 
His  wift'd  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  j'our  throne  and  his 
Meafiir'd,  to  look  upon  you  whom  he  loves,  ;; 

Ke  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  fcepters 
And  thofe  that  bear  them  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  brother  ! 
Good  gentlehian,  tlie  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  illr 

Afrefh 
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Afre/Ji  within  me ;  and  thefe  thy  offices. 

So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 

Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs.     WeJcome  hither, 

As  is  the  fpring  to  th'  earth.     And  hath  he  too 

Expos'd  this  paragon  to  th'  fearful  ufa'je 

(At  leaft  ungsntie)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune^ 

To  greet  a  ir.an,  not  worth  her  pains  j  much  Irfs 

Th'  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  Lord, 
She  cair.e  from  Lybia. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Stnaluiy 
That  nob;e  honoured  Lord,  is  fearM,  and  IcvM  > 

Flo.  Moft   royal  Sir,  from  thence,  from   him   whofe 
daughter 
His  tears  prockim'd  his,  parflng  with  her  ;  thence 
(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  have  crofs'd. 
To  execu.-  the  chaig-  my  father  gave  me. 
For  vifitingjour  Highnefs :  my  Iseft  train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  chores  difmifsM, 
Who  for  Eitbynia  bend,  to  figniiie 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Lyl^ia,  Sir, 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  fafety 
Here,  wh.re  we  happily  are. 

Leo.  The  blefled  Gods 
Purge  all  inftftion  from  our  air,  whilft  you 
Do  climate  here  !  you  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman,  againft  whofe  perfon, 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fm  ; 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note, 
Have  left  me  iffue-lefs ;  and  your  father's  blefr^'d. 
As  he  from  heaven  merits  it,  with  you 
Worthy  hi9  goodnefs.     What  might  I  have  been^ 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ! 

SCENE     IV.       Er^ur  a  Lord. 

Ltrd.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  /hall  report  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  io  nigh.     Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bitbynia  greets  you  from  himfelf  by  me  j 
Defires  you  to  attacJi  his  fon,  who  has. 

Ha  His 
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Hi'  dignity  and  duty  both  caft  off. 

Tied  from  hi';  father,  from  his  hopes,   and  witJi 

A  ihephetd's  daughter. 

Leo,  Where's  Bkhyriia  ?  fpealt. 
Lord.  Here  in  your  city  ;  I  now  came  from  him.- 
3  fpe.il:  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
I\!y  marvel,  and  my  meffige  :  to  your  Court 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  chafe,  it  feemSj^ 
Of  this  fair  couple,  meets  h*^  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  feeming  Lady,  and 
Kpv  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  yonng  Prince. 

Flo.  Catnillo  Jias  betray'd  me, 
"Wliofe  honour  and  whofe  honefty  'till  now 
Xndur'4  all  weathers. 

"Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge  j 
He's  with  the  King  vour  father. 
heo.  Who  ?  Camillo  f 

Lord.  Camillo,  Sir,  I  fpake  with  him,  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.    Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  j  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  j 
lorfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak  : 
Sithyiua  flops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  father  I 
The  heav'n,  which  fets  fpies  on  us,  will  not  have 
Ourcontradl  celebrated. 
Leo.  You  are  marry' d  ? 

Flo.  We  are  not,    Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be  j 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft  j 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  Lord, 
?s  t  his  the  daughter  of  a  King  ? 

Flo.  She  is, 
When  once  fhe  is  my  wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father^s  fpecd, 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.     I  am  forry, 
Moll  forry  you  have  broken  from  his  liking. 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  ;  and  as  forry 
Yo"r  clioice  is  not  fo  rich  in  birth  as  beauty, 
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That  you  inight  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear,  look  up  j 
Though  Fortune  vifible,  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father  ;  power  no  jot 
Hath  ihe  to  change  our  loves.     'Befecch  you,  Sir, 
Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Time 
Than  I  do  now ;  with  thought  of  fuch  affeflions. 
Step  forth  mine  advocate  :  at  your  requeft. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miftref?, 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Pau,  Sir,  my  Liege, 
Your  ej-e  hath  too  much  youth  in't ;  not  a  month 
*Fore  your  Queen  dy'd,  Ihe  was  more  worth  fucli  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

Leo.  I  thought  of  her. 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made.     But  your  petition 
Is  yet  ungnfwer'd  ;  I  will  to  your  father  ; 
Your  honour  not  o'er-thrown  by  your  defires, 
I'm  friend  to  them  and  you  ;  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me. 
And  mark  what  way  1  make :  come,  good  my  Lord. 

SCENE  V.     Enter  Autnlicus,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Aut,  'Befeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  relation  > 
1  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel,  heard  the 
«ld  fliepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it  j  where- 
iUpon,  after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  commanded 
out  of  the  chamber;  only  this,  rae-lhought,  I  heard  the 
fliepherd  fay,  he  found  the  child. 

Ant.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  the  iflue  of  it# 
I  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufmefs  ;  but 
the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  Camillc,  were  very 
notes  of  admiration  ;  they  fef^m'd  almoft,  with  flaring  on 
one  another,  to  tear  the  cafes  of  their  eyes.  There  was 
fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs,  language  in  their  very  gefture  ; 
they  iook'd  as  if  they  had  heard  of  a  v.'orld  ranfom'd,  or 
one  delhoy'J ;  a  notable  palFion  of  wonderappear'd  in  them} 
but  the   wifcii  beholder,,  that  knew  no  more  but  feeing., 
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could  not  fay  if  th'  importance  were  joy  or  forrow  ?  but  in 

tiie  extremity  of  the  one  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  gentleman  that  happily  knows  more  :  the 

jiews,  Regero  f 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires  :  the  Oracle  \%  fulfill'd  ; 
the  King's  daughter  is  found  j  fych  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
troken  out  within  th^p  hqur,  that  ballad-makers  cannot 
be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  the  Lady  Paulina's  Steward,  he  can  deliver 
you  more.  How  goes  it  now.  Sir  ?  this  news  which  is 
call'd  true  is  fo  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is  in 
iliong  fufpicion  ;  has  the  King  found  his  heir  ? 

3  Gent.  Moft  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by  clr- 
cumflance  :  that  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you  fee, 
there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.  The  mantle  of  Queen 
Jlermione  ;  her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it;  j  the  letters  of 
Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know  to  be  his  cha- 
lafter;  the  majefty  of  the  creature,  in  refemblance  of  the 
aaiother ;  the  aftedtjon  of  jioblenefs,  which  nature  fhews 
jsbove  her  breeding  5  and  many  other  evidences  proclaiim  her 
iiviti)  all  certainty  to  be  the  King's  daughter.  Did  you  fee 
ihe  meeting  of  the  two  Kings  ?  -       . 

a  G(?K^.  No. 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight  which  was  to  be  feen, 
cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  beheld  one  joy 
trov/n  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  that  it  feem'd  for- 
low  wept  to  take  leaye  of  them,  for  their  joy  waded  in 
tears.  There  was  cafting  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands, 
with  countenance  of  fuch  diftradtion,  that  they  were  to  be 
Jknown  by  garment,  not  by  favour.  Our  King  being  ready 
to  leap  out  of  himfelf,  for  joy  of  his  found  daughter,  as  if 
that  joy  were  npw  bgcome  a  iofs,  cries,  oh,  thy  mother, 
thy  mother  !  then  afks^2>^^'w/<7  forgivenefsj  then  embraces 
i)is  fon-in-law  ;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter  with 
clipping  her,  Nov/  he  thanks  the  old  ihepherd,  who  ftanv-Js 
Jjy  like  aweather-b^aten  conduit  of  manv  Kings  reigns.  'I 
jievrr  heard  of  fiich  another  encounter,  which  lames  report 

to  fo'lovv  it.  and  ur^dves  delcription  to  draw  it*     '"' 

-'■'..  ■  ^G:nf. 
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ft  Gent.  What  pray  you  became  o^Jntigonus,  that  car- 
ry'd  hence  tlie  child  ? 

■  3  Gent.  Like  an  old  tale  ftill,  which  will  have  matters  to 
rehearfe,  tho'  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open  ;  he 
Svas  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear  ;  this  avouches  the  /hep- 
herd's  fon,  who  has  Jiot  only  his  innocence,  which  feems 
much,  to  juftify  him,  but  a  handkerchief  and  rings  of  his, 

that  Paulina  knOws.  ,./..,  ^ 

:     I  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark  and  his  followers  ? 

3  Gent.  Wreck'd  the  fame  inftant  of  their  mafter's 
death,  and  in  the  view  of  the  fnepherd  ;  fo  that  all  the  m- 
ftruments  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even  then 
ioft,  when  it  was  found.  But  oh  the  noble  combat,  that 
'twixt  ioy  and  forrow  was  fenght  in  Pau!i?;a!  She  had  one 
eye  declin  d  for  the  lofs  of  her  hufband,  another  elevated 
that  the  Oracle  was  fulfill'd.  She  lifted  the  Pnncefs  from 
the  earth,  and  fo  lock'd  her  in  embracing,  as  ir  fhe  would 
pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  ihe  might  no  m-ore  be  in  danger 

of  lofing.       *  ,     ,         V 

I  Gent.  The  dignity  of  this  aft  was  worth  the  audience 
cf  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  afted. 
•  3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettieft  touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  e^'es,  was,  when  at  the  relation  of 
tlie  Queen's  death,  with  the  manner  how  fhe  came  to  it, 
bravely  confefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  atten- 
tivenefs  wounded  his  daughter,  'till,  from  one  {iz^^  of  do- 
lour  to  another,  fhe  did,  with  an  a/as,  I  would  hm  fay, 
bleed  tears  5  for  I  am  fure,  my  hc?.rt  wept  bleed.  Who 
was  moft  marble  there  changed  colour  ;  fome  fwooned,  all 
forrowed  :  if  all  the  world  could  have  feen't,  the  woe  had 
been  univerfal. 

I  Gent,  Are  thev  returned  to  the  Court  ? 
3  Gent.  No.  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's  fla- 
tue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  a  piece  many 
years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perfcim'd  by  that  rzis Itahan 
mafter,  Juln  Romano,  who,  had  he  himfelf  etermty  and 
could  put  breath  into  his  work,  would  beguile  nature  ot 
her  cuftom,  fo  perfedly  he  is  her  ape.  He  lo  near  to 
Bermone  hath  done  Hennione,  that  they  fay  one  would 
focak  to  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  of  anivver,     Tbithsp  w«h 
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all  greedinefs  of  affeftion  are  they  gonfe,  and  there  they  in- 
tend to  fup. 

a  Gent.  I  thought  ihe  had  fome  great  matter  there  in 
hand,  for  fiie  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a- day,  ever 
lince  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed  houfe. 
Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoicing? 

1  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will  be 
born  :  our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  knowledge. 
Let's  along.  [Exeunt t 

Aut.  Now,  had  not  I  the  dafh  of  my  former  life  in  me^ 
would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the  old 
man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  Prince  j  told  him,  f  heard  them 
talk  of  a  farthel,  and  I  know  not  what  j  but  he  at  that 
time,  over-fond  of  the  fhepherd's  daughter  (fo  he  then 
took  her  to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  fea-fick,  and  him- 
fclf  little  better,  extremity  of  weather  continuing,  this 
3-nyfter)'  remained  undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to  me  ; 
for  had  I  been  the  finder  out  of  this  fecret,  it  would  not 
have  relifli'd  among  my  other  difcredits. 

SCENE     VI.       Enter  Shepherd  and  ClowTt, 
Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  will,  and 
already  appearing  in  the  blofToms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep.  Come,  boy,  I  am  paft  more  children  j  but  thy 
fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  are  well  met.  Sir  5  [To  Autolicus.]  you  de- 
nied to  fight  with  me  the  other  day,  becaufe  I  w^as  no  gen- 
tleman born  :  fee  you  thefe  cloaths  ?  fay  you  fee  them  not, 
and  think  me  flill  no  gentleman  born.  You  were  beftfay 
thefe  robes  are  not  gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  lie  3  do, 
and  try  whether  I  am  not  now  a  gentleman  born. 

jiut.  I  know  you  are  now.  Sir,  a  gentleman  born. 

Clo.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 

Shcp.  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

Clo.  So  you  have ;  but  I  was  a  gentleman  born  before 
my  father;  for  the  King's  fon  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
call'd  m£  brother;  and  then  the  two  Kings  call'd  my  father 
brother ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  brother,  and  the  Princefs 
my  fifter  call'd  my  father,  father,  and  fo  we  wept  ;  and 
there  was  the  fivfl  gentleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  fhed. 

Sht:p» 
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Shep.  We  may  live,  foii,  to  fhed  many  moie. 
do,  -Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo  prepofie- 
i-ous  eftate  as  we  are. 

Atit.  I  humbly  beft-ech  you.  Sir,  to  pardon  mc  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worfhip,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  report  to  the  Prince,  my  mafter. 

Shep.  Pr'ythee,  fon,  do  j  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  now 
we  are  gentlemen. 

do.  Thou  w-ik  amend  tjiy  life  ? 
Aut.  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  Wor/hlp. 
CIo.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  will  fwear  to  the  Prmce, 
thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  aiay  is  in  Bithynia. 
Shfp.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 
do.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  let  boors 
and  franklins  fay  it,  I'll  fwear  it. 
Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

do.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentlem.an  may  fwear 
it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  ;  and  I'll  fwear  to  the  Prince, 
thou  art  a  taU  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not 
be  drunk  j  but  I  krow  thou  art  no  tall  fellow  or  thy  hands 
and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk  ;  but  I'll  fwear  it,  and  I  would 
thou  would'ft  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 
Aut.  I  will  prove  fo.  Sir,  to  my  power. 
do.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow  ;   if  I  do  not 
wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a 
tall  fellow,  truft  me  not.     Hark,  the  Kings  and  the  ^  rin- 
ces  our  kindred  are  going  to  fee  the  Qi^een's  pidure.  Coms, 
follow  us  :  we'll  be  thy  good  mafters.  ^     \_ExeunU 

SCENE    VII.     Paulina'.-  Houje. 
Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  CamiJlo, 

Paulina,  Lords  and  yittendants. 
Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 

Fau.  What,  fovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well  j  all  my  fervices  ^ 

You  have  paid  home.     But  that  you  have  vouchfat  d 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  contraaed 
Heirs  of  your  K-ingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit. 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  grace^  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer, 
*      Leo.  O  Paulina,  ^^ 
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We  honour  you  with  trouble,  but  we  came 

To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  Queen.     Your  gallery 

Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content. 

In  many  fingularities ;  but  we  faw  not 

That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon. 

The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

Pau.  As  ihe  liv'd  peerlefs. 
So  her  dead  likenefs  I  do  well  believe 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon. 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done  j  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart.     But  here  it  is  j  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  ileep  mock'd  death  j  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well. 

[Pau.  draivi  a  curtain,  and  dijconjcn  Htx.Jianding  like 
ajiatue. 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  ofF 
Your  wonder  j  but  yet  fpeak,  firft  you,  my  Liege, 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 

Leo.  Her  natural  pofture  ! 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone,  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thoi  art  Hermione -y  or  rather,  thou  art  ftie. 
In  thy  not  chiding ;  for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.     But  yet,  Pauli/ia, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Pau.  So  much  the  more  our  carver's  expeHence, 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  fhe  liv'd  now. 

,     Leo.  As  now  fhe  might  have  done. 
Sis  much  tc  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.     Oh,  thus  fhe  flood  5 
Lven  with  fuch  life  of  Majefly,  warm  life. 
As  now  it  coldly  {lands,  when  firfl  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afham'd  j  does  not  the  ftone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  flone  than  it  ?    oh  royal  piece  ! 
There's  mag.ck  in  thy  Majefly,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance  ;  and 
From  tiiy  admiring  daughter  toofc  the  fpirits. 
Standing  like  ftone  with  thee, 

Per, 
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Per.  And  give  me  leave. 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  fuperftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefling.  Lady, 
Dear  Queen  !  that  ended  when  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

Pau.  O,  patience  ; 
The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fix'd  j  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam,  My  Lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on. 
Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away. 
So  many  fummers  dry  j  fcarce  any  Joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  ;  no  forrow. 
But  kill'd  it  felf  much  foener, 

Pol.  Dear  my  brother. 
Let  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,   have  power 
To  take  oft'  fo  much  grief  from  yoa,  as.  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 
Pau.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  fight  of  mf  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  y©u,  for  the  ftone  is  mincj 
I'd  not  have  fhew'd  you  it.  ^ 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 
Pau.  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  move, 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be  ; 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already— 
What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?  fee,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  j  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 
Pol.  Mafterly  done ! 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  lip, 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't. 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art, 
Pau.  I'll  draw  the  curtain. 
My  Lord's  almofl  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 
Leo.  O  fw'eet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  tuentv  years  toeether ;  * 

No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 

The  pleafure  of  that  madnele,     Lec't  «Iojje, 

PaUi 


§8  '  The  Waiter's  taU, 

Tau.  I'm  forry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you  j  fcut 
I  could  afflict  }ou  further. 

Leo.  Do,  Paulina  j 
For  this  atflictioiV  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.     Still  methinks 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.     What  fine  chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  let  no  man  mock  mf. 
For  I  will  kit's  her. 

Pan.  Good  my  Lord,  forbear  ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet ; 
You'll  mar  it,  if  you  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting  j  fhall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 

Lto.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

Pau.  Either  forbear. 
Quit  prefently  the  chappel,  or  refolve  you 
For  rr»cre  amazement  j  if  you  can  behold  it, 
I'll  make  the  itatuc  move  indeed,  defcend, 
V.^nd  take  you  by  the  hand  ;  but  then  you'll  think.- 
Which  I  proteft  agaiiift,  I  am  aflii^ed 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  afn  content  to  look  on  j  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear  j  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpcak,  as  move. 

Pau.  It  is  requir'd 
You  do  awake  your  faith  ;  then  all  ftand  ftill : 
Or  thole  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed; 
No  foot  fhall   ftir. 

Pau.  Miifick  J  awake  her  :  ftrike  ;  [Mufick» 

'Tis  time,  defcend  ;  be  ftone  no  more  ;  approach, 
Strike  all  that  look  on  you  with  marvel.     Come,- 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up  :  ftir,  nay,  come  away  ;  _ 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnefs  ;  for  from  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you  j  you  perceive  fhe  ftirs, 

[Her.  comet  doTv/i, 

Start  not,  her  actions  fhall  be  holy,,  as 

You 
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Ton  hear  my  fpell  is  lawful  j  do  not  ihun  her. 
Until  yoQ  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  kill  here  double.     Nay,  prefent  your  hand  ; 
When  fhe  was  young,,  you  woo'd  her  j  now  in  age, 
I5  /he  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh,  fne's  warm  j  \Embradng  her, 

1£  this  be  magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Poi.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck  ; 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  to<?. 

P&L  Ay,  and  make  manifeli  where  ihe  has  Iiv''d> 
Or  how  ftol'n  from  the  dead, 

Pau.  That  Jhe  is  living. 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  ;  but  it  appears  £he  lives, 
Tho'  yet  ftie  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofc,  fair  Madam,  kneel,. 
And  pray  your  mother's  bleffmg  5  turn,  good  Lady, 
Our Perdfta  is  found.  [Prefe7JtingPcrdi\.2,iv/:)0 kneels teHer, 

Her.  You  Gods,  look  down. 
And  from  3-our  facred  vials  pour  ^'our  graces 
Vpon  my  daughter's  head  \  tell  me,  mine  own, 
Wliere  hafi.  thou  been  preferv'd  ?  where  liv'd  ?  how  found 
Thy  father's  Court  ?  for  thou  fhalt  hear  that  I, 
Knowing  by  PauUr.n  that  the  Oracle 
Gsve  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  the  iffue. 

Pau,  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 
'Lf'k  the\-  defire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Y'rar  joys  with  like  relation.     Go  together. 
You  precious  winners  all,  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  ;  I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  vving  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough,  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  4gain, 
Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

heo.  O  pace,  Paulina : 
Thou  /hould'ft  a  huftjand  tn.ke  by  my  confent,  ' 
As  I  by  thine  a  \vifs.     This  is  a  match, 
And  made  between" s  by  vows.     Thou  haft  found  mine, 

y  o  L .  I Y.  I  But 
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But  how,  h  to  be  queftion'd  ;  for  I  faw  her. 

As  I  thotight,  dead  ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  man^' 

A  prayer  upon  her  grave.     I'll  not  feek  far 

(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  rriind)  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  hufband.     Come,  Camllo, 

And  take  her  by  the  hand  }  whofe  worth  and  honefty 

h  richly  noted  5  and  here  juftified 

By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.     Let's  frofn  this  place. 

What  ?  look  upon  my  brother:  both  your  pardons,  [To  Her. 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  look* 

My  ill  fufoicion  :  this  your  fon-in-law. 

And  fon  unto  the  King,  from  heav'n's  direfting. 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.     Good  Paulina^ 

Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifurely 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Perform'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fines  firft 

We  were  xiiffaver'd,  Haffily  lead.  away.       [ExcfirJ  mrfes. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Glo'fter,  and  Edmund  th?  B'jjlard. 
Kent.  'Jg'  Thought  the  King  had  more  afteded  the  Duke 
of  Albany  than  Cormvall. 

Glo.  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us :  but  now  in 
the  diviiion  of  the  kingdom,  it  appsars  not 
which  of  the  Duke's  he  values  mort  ;  for  quali- 
ties are  fo  weigh' d,  that  curiofity  in  neither  can  make  choice 
of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  Lord  ? 
Glo.  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.     I 
have  fo  often  blu/h'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am 
braz'd  to't, 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  j  whereupon 
Ihe  grew  round-womb'd,  and  had  indeed,  Sir,  a  fon  for  her 
cradle,  ere  fhe  had  a  hufband  for  her  bed.  Do  you  fmell 
a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifli  the  fault  undone,  the  ifliie  of  it 
being  fo  proper. 

Gh.  But  I  have  a  fon.  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  fome  years 
elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account  j  though 
this  knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  into  the  world  before  he 
was  fent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair,  there  was  good  fport 
at  his  making,  and  the  whorfon  muft  be  ackij,owledg'd. 
Do  you  know  this  nobleman,  Edmund  f 
Baji.  No,  my  Lord. 

I  3  Q^-o^ 
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GIo.  My  Lord  of  Kent  ;  .  ,    r  •     , 

Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourabJe  tnend. 
£aji.  My  fervices  to  your  Lordfliip. 
Kent,  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 
JBaJ}.  Sir,  I  fhall  ftudy  your  deferving. 
GIo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  heihall  agam. 

The  King  is  coming 

S  C  E  N  E  11.     To  them.  Enter  King  Lear,  Comwaii, 

Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 
Lear.  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burguttdy. 
GIo.  I  fhall,  my  Liege.  lExk, 

Lear.  Mean  time  we  ihall  exprefs  out  darker  purpolc 
Give  me  the  map  here.    Know,  we  have  divided 
In  three,  our  kingdom  ;  and  'tis  our  intent. 
To  fhake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  age,' 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.     Our  fon  of  Corn'Wafl^ 
And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publish  ^ 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  Dow'rs,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented.     The  Princes  France  and  Burgundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  Court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojoum. 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.     Tell  me,  daughters. 
Since  now  we  will  diveft  us,  both  of  rule, 
Int'reftof  territory,  and  cares  of  ftatcj 
Which  of  you  fhall  we  fay  doth  love  us  moft  ? 
That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.     ConaiU 
O  ur  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft, 

Gon.  I  love  you,  Sir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace  and  liberty. 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare  j 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour i 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  iuve  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable. 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  fhall  Cordelia  do  ?  Jove  an.d  be  filent  ?  {_4f^' 
Ltar.  Of  ail  thefe  bounds,  ev'n  frcm  this  line  to  this. 

With  ih'^dwwy  fercits  and  with  ch:impiorA3  rich'd, 

^  -  With 
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With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-fkirted  meads. 
We  make  thee  Lady.     To  thine  and  Albany's,  ilTue 
Be  this  perpetual — What  fays  our  fecond  daughter. 
Our  Atdii^i'i  Regan,    Wiie  oi  Qjrr.ivail ?  Ipeak. 

Reg.  I'm  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  fifter. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  Heart 
I  find  Ihe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  j 
Only  fhe  comes  too  ihort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys. 
Which  the  moft  precious  fpirit  of  fenfc  pofTelTei^ 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  Highnefs'  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia  !  [^fn^i* 

And  yet  not  io,  fince  I  am  furc  my  love's 
More  pcnd'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom. 
No  lefs  in  fpace,   validity,  and  pleafure. 
Than  that  confer'd  on  Gonerill. — Now  our  joy. 
Although  our  laft,  not  leaft  ;  in  whofe  young  love. 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Biirgu7idy, 
Strive  to  be  int'reis'd:  what  fay  you  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fillers  ?  fpeak. 
Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 
Lear.  Nothing  ? 
Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing,   fp€ak  againi 
Ccr.  Unhappy  that  I  am,   I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth:   I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lels. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  f  mend  your  fpeech  a  little^ 
Lell:  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Ccir.  Good  my  Lord. 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  mc,  lov'd  me.     I 
Return  thofe  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moit  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  filters  hufbands,  if  they  fay 
.  They  love  you  all  ?    hap'iy  when  I  fhall  wed, 
That  Lord  whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight,   ihall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty. 

Sure 
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Sure  I  fhall  never  marry  iikc  my  filler?. 

To  love  my  father  all 

Lear,  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 
Cor.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 
Cor.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true. 
Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dowrei 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun, 
The  myfteries  of  Hecate,^  and  the  night. 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  we  do  cxift,  and  ceafe  to  be  ; 
Here  I  difchim  al!  my  paternal  care, 
■Fropinquity,  and  property  of  blood. 
And  as  a  ft  ranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.    The  barb'rous  Seythan, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  mefles 
To  gorge  his  anpetite,   fhall  to  my  boiom 
Be  as  well  neighbour' d,  pined,   and  reliev  d. 
As  thou  my  fometime  daughter, 

K^Ht.  Good  my  Liege 

Lear.   Peace,   Kent  I 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
J  lov'd  her  moil,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft  ^^-  ^^ 

On  her  kind  nurs'ry.-    Hejice,  avoid  my  fight !—  L^o^^Qt. 
So  be  my  gravS  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
H.r  tathcr's  heart  from  her  ;  Call  France  ;  who  ftirs  t 

CaJl  Burgundy Cornivall  and  Albany, 

With  my  tv/o  daughters  dowres,  digeft  the  third. 
Let  pride,  which  fhe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 
I  do  invert  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Freheminencs,  and  ail  the  large  effcfts 
'llKit  troop  with  Majefty.     Oar  felf  by  monthly  c<3urlf. 
With  refervation  of  an  himdred  Knights, 
By  you  to  befuftain  d,  fliall  our  abode  _ 
Make  with  you  by  due  turns :  only  retain 
The  name  and  al|  th'  addition  to  a  K-ing  5 
'The  fvvay,  revenue,  execution, 
Wcloved  fons,  be  yours }  which  to  confirna 
iti  :s  Coronet  part  between  you,  \Qvx'v%  the  Crott^r, 

p;:t.  Royal  Lf^r,  ^^^^^^ 
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Wfiom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  King, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mailer  foUow'd, 

And  as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray'is^ 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  rtiafl, 
Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  mvade 
The  region  of  my  heart  j  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad  :    what  would' ft  thou  do,   old  man  ? 
Think'ft  thou  that  duty  fhall  have  dread  to  fpeak 
When  pow'r  to  flatt'ry  bows  ?  to  plainnefs  Honour 
Is  bound,   when  Majefty  to  folly  fails. 
Referve  thy  State  j  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  raihnefs  j   with  my  hfe  I  anfwer. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  leaft,       ^ 
Nor  are  thofe  empty-hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reverbs  no  hoUownefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more. 
Kent,  My  hfe  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thy  foes  j  nor  fear  to  lole  it. 
Thy  fafeiy  being  the  motive. 
Lear.  Out  of  my  fight ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear,  and  let  me  flill  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now  by  ^^poUo 

Kent.  Now  hy  ji folio.   King, 

Thou  fwear'ft  thy  Gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  vairal !    mifcreant  !- 


[Laying  bis  band  on  his  fzvcrdt 
jilh.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,   forbear. 
Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe  5   revoke  thy  doom. 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recieant! 
Since  thou  haft  fought  to  xTiake  us  break  our  vow, 
"Which  we  durft  never  yet;  and  with  ftrain'd  pride. 
To  come  betwixt  our  fv.ntence  and  cur  power, 
"Which  not  our  nature  nor  cui  place  car;  bear  j 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  prcvifion, 
,  To  ihield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world. 
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And  en  the  fixth  to  turn  thy  hated  hack 

Upon  our  kingdoJTi  j  if  the  tenth  day  following  '  ' 

Thy  baniih'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 

The  moment  is  thy  death  :  away  !  By  Jupiter  ! 

This  fhali  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well.  King ;  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear-, 
Preedom  lives  hence,  and  banifhment  is  here  5 
The  Gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee,  maid,     \fIo  Cor, 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  ! 
And  your  l^-ge  ipeeches  may  your  deeds  approve  ! 

[To  Gon.  and  Regan. 
That  good  efl'efls  may  fpring  from  words  of  love  : 
Thus  F'er^t,  O  Prince?,  bids  you  all  adieu. 
He'll  /hape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.  [Exit, 

SCENE  III.     Enter  Glo'fter,  ivith  France  and 
Burgundy ,  a-iid  Attendants. 

Clo.  He-re's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  Lord. 

L>-ar.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
Wc  firft  addrefs  towVd  you,  who  with  this  King 
Have  rivaird  for  our  daughter  ;  what  at  leaft 
"Will  you' require  in  prefent  dowre  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  quell:  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  royal  Majcfty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highnefs  ofFer'd^ 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
"When  ihe  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo. 
But  now  her  price  is  falPn  ;  Sir,  there  /he  ftands. 
If  ought  within  that  little  fcemirg  fubftance. 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piec'd, 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She's  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Rur.  I  know  no  anfv/er. 

Lear.  "Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  Ihe  owes. 
Unfriended,   new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon,  royal  Sir. 
Eleftion  make*  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

ittfr.Then leave  her,  Sirj  for  by  the  po%v'r  that  made  mr« 
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I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.— For  voh,  great  King,  [To  France. 

I  v.Guld  net  from  your  love  make  fuch  a  flray. 

To  match  you  where  I  hate  ;  therefore  befeech  you 

T*  avert  your  Uking  a  more  worthy  way 

Tlian  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  afliamM 

Ahnofl:  t'  acknow-lcdge  hers. 
France.  This  is  moft  ftrange  ! 

That  fhe,  who  ev'n  but  nov/  was  your  beft  ctjea-. 

Your  praife's  argument,  bahn  of  your  age, 

Deareft  and  beft,  fhould  in  this  trice  of  time 

Commit  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 

So  many  folds  of  favour  !  fure  th'  offenee 

Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree. 

As  monfiers  it ;  or  your  fore-voucht  afiedlion 

Could  not  fa'i  into  taint ;  whxh  to  believe 

Of  her  mulr  be  ::  faith  reafon  without 

A  miracle  fhould  never  plant  in  m.e. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty,  (if  fo 

I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art,  to  fpeak 

And  purpofe  not,  fmce  what  I  well  intend, 

I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak)  th.t  you  make  known 

It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  fculnefs. 
No  unchafte  adlion,  or  dilhonour'd  flep, 

That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour; 

But  ev'n  the  want  cf  that,  for  which  rm  richer, 
A  ftlll  folliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
That  I  ztci  glad  I've  not,  though  not  to  have  it 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Hadft  not  been  born,  than  not  have  pleas'd  me  better. 

Trance.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  hiftory  unfpoke 
Tiiat  it  intends  to  do  ?  my  Lord  cf  Burgundy y 
What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  love's  not  love 
V.'hen  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftand 
Aloof  from  th'  intire  point.     Say  will  you  have  her? 
She  is  her  felf  a  dowry. 

Rur.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  Uut  portion  v-hich  your  feif  prcpos'd. 

And 
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And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand . 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing I've  fworn. 

Bur.  I'm  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  hufband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 
Since  that  lefpefts  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
1  ihall  not  be  his  w^ife. 

France.  Faireft  Cordelia,  that  art  moft  rich,  being  poor 
Mod  choice,  forfaken  !  and  moft  lov'd,  defpis'd  ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon, 
Be't  lawful  I  take  up  v/hat's  caft  away. 
Gods,  Gods !  'tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  negleft 
My  love  fhould  kindle  to  enflam'd  refpeft. 
Thy  dowrelefs  daughter.  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  wal'rifh  Burgundv, 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  mc. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  though  unkind  j 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  haft  her,  France,  let  her  be  thine,  for  w< 
Have  no  fuch  daughter,  nor  fhall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again  ;  therefore  be  gone 
"Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon  : 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourijh.     Exeunt  Lear  and  Burgundv 
S    C    E   N   E      IV. 

France.  Bid  farewel  to  your  fifters. 

Cor.  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafh'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  what  you  are. 
And  like  a  fifter  am  moft  loth  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  nam'd.     Love  well  our  father  j 
To  your  profefling  bofoms  I  commit  him  j 
But  yet,  alas,  ftood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 

Con.  Let  your  ftudy 
Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  recciv'vi  voy 

Ai 
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At  fortune's  alms  ;  you  have  obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worthy  to  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor.  Time  fhall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hide;. 
Who  cover'd  faults  at  laft  with  fhame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper  ! 

France,  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia, 

[Exeunt  France  and  Lor. 

SCENE    V. 

Gorr.  Sffter,  it  is  not  little  Fve  to  fay, 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  j 
I  think  our  father  will  go  hence  to-night.  _ 

Reg.  That's  certain,  and  with  you  j  next  month  with 

^^Gcn.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obfer- 
vation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little;  he  ahvays 
lovM  our  fifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judgment  he  hath 
now  caft  h«r  off,  appears  too  groOy. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age  ;  yet  he  hatli  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf.  ,     ,   ,         .    . 

Gon  The  beft  and  foundeft  cf  his  time  hath  been  but 
raOi  :  ihen  muft  we  look  from  his  age  to  receive  not  alone 
the  imperfeaions  of  long-engrafted  condition,  but  there- 
withal the  unruly  waywardnefs,  that  infirm  and  cholenck 
years  bring  with  them.  t         r    .^ 

R:g.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  trom 
him,  as  this  of  Kent's  baniAment.     »  ,  •       u 

Got!    There  is  further  complement  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween Burgundy  and  him  ;  pray  you,  let  us  lit  together  : 
if  our  father  carry  authority,  with  fuch  difpofinon  as  he 
bears,  this  laft  furremler  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 
Reg.  We  fhall  further  think  of  it. 
Gon    We  muft  do  fomethine,  and  i'th'  heat.     [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI. 
J  Cajlle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter. 
Enter  Baftard  nvitb  a  letter. 
Baft.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  law 
My  fervices  are  bound  ;  wherefore  fhould  I 
Stand  to  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  courlefv  of  nations  to  d'epvive  me. 
For  that  I  am  feme  twelve  or  fourteen  moonfhmes 

Vol.  IV.  ^  ^=S 
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7.3g  of  a  brother  ?  *  and  wliy  baflard  ?  ■bajf.'f 

When  my  diinenfions  are  as  well  compai^J^, 

My  mind  as  gcn'rou?^  and  my  fliapc  as  true, 

As  iioneH:  Madam's  iflue?  why  brand  they  us 

With  bafe?  with  baf^-iicls  ?  baltardy  ?  bafe,  i^L'c  ? 

Who  in  the  lufty  Health  of  nature,  take 

-More  compcfition  and  fierce  quaht}-,     -.r 

Than  dcth  within  a.dbll,  ftale,  tired"  bed. 

Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fop.% 

Got  -twceji  a-fieep  and  w  nhe  ?  Well  then,  good  brother. 

Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land, 

Cur  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edruutid, 

As  to  th'  legitimate  ;  fine  word — legitimate     ■ ■ 

Wei),  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  ipecd 
And  my  invention  thrive.,  Edmund  the  bafe 
Shall  toe  -f  th'  legitimate  -.  I  grow,  I  profper  ; 
Ncu  ,  God,  ftand  up  for  bartards  ! 

SCENE    VII.      To  him.  Enter  CW {{ex. 

do.  Kent  banifh'd  thus  !  and  France  in  choler  parted  J 
And  the  King  gone  to-night !  fubfcrib'd  his  pow'r. 
Confined  to  exhibition  '  all  is  gone 
Upcn  the  gad  ! Edmund,  liow  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Bafi.  SoplcafeyourLcrdftiip,  none.  [Putting  upthe litter, 

do.  Why  fo  earncftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter-? 

£ajT.  I  know  no  news,  my  Lord. 

do.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Baji.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

do.  No  !  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  ©f  It 
into  your  pocket  ?   the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  fuch 

*  Edmund  is  here  inveighing  againft  the  tyranny  rf  cuflom,  of 
which  he  produces  two  diftirfi  intianccS)  one  with  refptti  :o  younger 
Lrothcft,  theotherwithrcfpcfttobaftards.  In  rhe  former  he  muft 
rot  be  uiiderllood  to  mean  himlelf  though  he  fpeaksin  the  firftpcr- 
for.,  but  according  to  a  common  mode  of  fpeech  to  fuppofe  the  cafe 
kisown,  and  as  in  Jus  own  pcrfbn  to  exclaim  againft  the  unreafona- 
bknefi  and  injulUceof  the  thing:  the  argument  thu?  becomes  gcnc- 
rii,  implying  more  than  is  faid,  namely,  vkenforc  Jhculi  I^  er  tttj 
n:ati,  S-'c. 

•f  As  the  fregtlin^;  ttfifi  avtihtr'i  hetlt\%  an  exprefTIon  ufcd  to  fig- 
nify  rhcbcingni't  t:jrl'chind  him;  To  to  toe  another  means  toconm 
ti|i  :u  and  be  ui-on  eveti  groiind  with  him. 

need 
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need  to  hide  it  feli*.     Let's  fee  j  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I 
ihaJl  not  need  fpedlacles. 

Rafi.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me  ;  it  is  a  letter  from 
my  brotPier,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  5  and  for  fo  much 
as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glc.  Give  me  the  letter.  Sir. 

Bajl,  I  fhall  oftend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it  ;  the 
contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them,  are  to  blame. 

Gh.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Baft.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  ■i£ads.'\  This  policy  in  vcver-cnce  of  age  makes  the 
*IVOrld  bitter  to  the  beji  of  our  times  ;  leeps  our  fortunes  from 
uSy  ^till  our  oldncfs  cannot  rclijh  them,  I  begin  to  fnd  an 
idle  Mnd  fond  bondage  in  the  oppreffipn  of  aged  tyranny  ; 
ivhich  fivaysy  not  as  it  hath  po%vcry  but  as  it  is  fuffi-red. 
Come  to  mey  that  of  this  I  may  fpcak  more.  If  om  father 
ivouldjleep  ^till  I  ivak'd  him,  you  f^ould  en]oy  half  his  rci>e- 
nue  for  ever,  and  Tfje  the  beloved  of  your  brother.     Edgar. 

Hum Confpiracy  ! fleep  'rill  I  wake  him 

you  ihould  enjoy  half  his  revenue My  fun  Edgar!  hn4 

he  a  hand  to  write  this  !  a  heart  and  a  brain  to  breed  it  in ! 
When  came  this  to  you  ?  who  brought  it  ? 
.    Baf.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord^     there'i  the 
cunning  of  it.     I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafcment  of 
my  clofet. 

Gto.  You  know  the  charaicer  to  be  your  brother's  ' 
,  Baji.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Loid,  I  duril  fwcar^ 
it  were  his  j  but  in  refpc«5l  of  that,  I  v.ould  Uln  think  it 
were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

BaJl.  It  is  liii  hand,  my  Lord  j  I  hope  his  heart  is  not 
in  the  contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bufincfs  ? 

Bnfl.    Mpvpt.   mv  T.nri^        Tli-.-,    1   tinvp  h,-"  it.!  him  nft   T7-!r>in_ 
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worfe  than  brutifli !  Go,  Sirrah,  feek  him  j  I'll  apprehend 
him.  Abominable  villain  !  where  is  he  ? 
•  Baft.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  Lord  j  if  it  fliall  pleafe 
ybu  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  brother,  'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  teftimony  of  his  intent,  you 
ihould  run  a  certain  courfe  j  where,  if  you  violently  pro- 
ceed againft  him,  miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make  a^ 
great  gap  in  your  honour,  and  fhake  in  pieces  the  heart  of 
his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he 
hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  afFedion  to  your  honour,  and  to 
310  other  pretence  of  danger. 

GIo.  Th-nk  you  fo  ? 

Soft,  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  Aall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular 
affurance  liave  your  fatisfaftion,  and  that  without  any  fur- 
ther dehiy  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter.  Edmund,  feek  him 
out ;  Wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  ycu  ;  frame  the  bufinefs 
after  your  ovv'n  wifdom.  I  would  unftate  my  feif,  to  be  in 
a  due  refolution. 

Baft.  I  will  feek  him.  Sir,  prefently,  convey  the  bufinefs 
as  I  Ihall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  jn  the  fun  nnd  moon  portend  no 
good  to  us  5  though  the  wifdom  of  mankind  can  reafon  it^ 
thus  and  thue,  yet  nature  finds  it  f*lf  fcourg'd  by  the  fe- 
quent  effefts.  Love  cools,  friendship  falls  off,  brothers  di- 
vide. In  cities,  mutinies  ;  in  countries,  difcord  j  m  pala- 
ces, treafon  ;  and  the  bond  crack'd  'twixt  fon  and  father. 
This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  predidtion,  there's 
fon  againft  father ;  the  King  falls  from  biafs  of  nature, 
there's  father  a?ainft  child.  We  have  feen  the  beft  of  our 
time.  Machinations,  hollownefs,  treachery,  and  all  rui- 
nous diforders,  follow  Ui  difquietly  to  our  graves.  Find  out 
this  villain,  Edmund-,  it  fhall  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  care- 
fully  and  the  noble  and  true-hearted  ^f«r  banifli'd  !  his 

offence,  Honefty.     'Tls  ftrange.  [Exiti 

SCENE     VIII. 

Baft.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world ;  that 
v^hen  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  forfeits  of  our  own 
behaviour)  we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  fun,  the 
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moon  and  ftars ;  a?,  if  we  were  villains  on  neceflity,  fools 
by  heavenly  compulfion,  knaves,  thieves,  and  treacherous 
by  fpherical  predominance,  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterer* 
by  an  inforc'd  obedience  of  planetary  influence  ;  and  ;'.ll 
that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrufting  on.  An  admi- 
rable evafion  of  whore-mafter  Man,  to  lay  his  goatirti  dif- 
pofition  on  the  charge  of  a  ftar!  my  father  compounded 
\i\xh  my  mother  under  the  Dragon's  tail,  and  my  nativit■^, 
was  under  Urfa  major,  fo  that  it  follows  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  I  fhould  have  been  what  I  am,  had  the 
maidenliaft  ftar  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  baftar- 
dizing. 

SCENE    IX.      Tobim,  Ewfer  Edgar. 

Baji.  Pat !  —  he  comes  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old 
comedy  ;  my  cue  is  villainous  Melancholy,  with  a  figli  like 
Tom  0"  Bedlam  —  O,  thefe  eclipfes  portend  thefe  divifions  ' 
fa,  fol,  la,  me [Hunnmiig. 

Edif.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  coatem- 
plation  are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediftion  I  read  thLs 
other  day,  what  fliould  follow  thefe  eclipfes. 

Edg.  Do  you  hufie  your  felf  with  that  ? 

Pi^.  I  promife  you,  the  effects  he  writes  of  fucceB<9 
unhappily.     When  faw  you  my  father  laft  ? 

Edg,  The  night  gone  by. 

Bt^.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  dilpleafurc 
in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethink  your  felf  wlierein  you  have  offended  him: 
and  at  my  intreaty  forbear  his  prefence,  until  feme  little 
time  hath  qyahficd  the  l>eat  of  his  difpleafure  5  whiciv  -at. 
this  inilant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  without  the  mifchieC  el 
your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  dope  me  wrong. 

Baft.  That's  my  fear  ;  i  pray  you  have  a  continent- 
forbearance  'till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower  :  and,  as 
I  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  ioJging-,  from  whenc?  I  will 
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fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak  :  pray  you  go,  there^5 
my  key  :  it  you  do  ftir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 

Ed^.  Arm'd,  brother  ! 

Baft.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  bfft  j  I  am  no  honel? 
anan  if  thtre  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  :  I  have  told 
you  what  I  have  {^tn  and  heard,  but  faintly  ;  nothing  like 
the  image  and  horror  of  it ;  pray  you,  away. 

Edfr.  Shall  I  hear  from  vou  anon  ?  \ExiU 

S     C     E  '  N     E      X. 

Baft.  I  ftrve  you  in  this  bufinefs  : 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  fufpe£ts  none  ;  on  v/hofe  fooli/h  honefty 
My  practices  ride  eafie  :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit  ; 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fafhlon  fit.  [Exit, 

SCENE    XL      The  Duke  s/Albany'i  Palace. 
Enter  Gonerill,  and  Steward. 

Con.  Did  my  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of 

his  fool  ? 

Ste<w.  Ay,  Madam. 

GoK.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me  ;  every  hour 
He  flafhes  into  one  grofs  crime  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds  j  Fll  not  endure  it ; 
His  Knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  fick. 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices. 
You  fhall  do  well,  the  fault  of  it  Fll  anfwcr. 

Ste'iV.  He'§  coming.  Madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  wary  negligence  you  plcafe. 
You  and  your  fellows :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion  ; 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  fifter, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Steio.  Very  well,  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  Icfoks  among  you : 
What  grows  of  it  no  matter,  and  advife 
Your  fellows  fo  :  I'll  write  ftrait  to  my  fifter 
To  Iiold  my  courfe.  Go  and  prepare  for  dinner,    l^f^f' 
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SCENE    XII.     An  open  place  near  the  Palace,! 
Enter  Kent  difguis'd, 

Kent    If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow 
And  can  my  fpeech  diffufe,  *  my  good  mtent 
M.v  carry  thi.>'  it  felf  to  that  full  iffue 
Fo/which  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.     Ban  Ad  Kent, 
If  thou  canft  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemn  d. 
So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter  whom  thou  lov  ft 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horn: -within.     Enter  htzr,  Knights  and  Attendants, 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ftay  a  jot  for  dinner,  go  get  it  ready: 
how  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

S:  mafdof  ;hou  profefs  ?    what  would'ft  thou 

"^^Kelul  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to  fer^;e 
him  truly  thatlill  put  me  In  truft,  to  love  h.m  that  . 
honeft  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife,  to  fay  little,  to 
feTr^^gment,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and  to  eat  nc 

fiA. 

Lear,  What  art  thou  ?  , 

Kent,  A  very  honeil-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 

^tar.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjeft   as  he's  for  a 
King,  thou  art  poor  enough.     What  would  ft  thou  ? 

Kent.  Service.  ^ 

Lear.  Whom  would' ft  thou  ferve  ? 

Kent.  You.  ^„       , 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  feUow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  ia  your  couritenance^ 
which  I  would  fain  call  mafter. 

Lear,  What's  that  ? 

Kent,  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent,  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels,  ndc,  run,  marr  a  cu^ 
rious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deUver  a  plam  mefTage  bluntly  , 

*  To  d,ffuf.  here  fignifies  to  ^fordtr.  to  fut  out  of  a  r"^«^  J5^'- 
It  i5ufcd.n  the  fame  fcnfein  other  fUsesiu  u.i»A«tlior  j  AJ"/''^ 
tttUi,  titfiifedf'iinJi,  ^gf. 
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that  which  ordinary  men  arc  fit  for,  I  am  qualify'd  in,  and 
the  heft  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 
,  Ki-iit.  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  finglng, 
aor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.     I   have  years  on 
my  back  forty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  /halt  ferve  me ;  if  I  like  thee 
Tio  worfe  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee.     Yet  no 

dinner  ho  ?  dinner where's  mv  knave  ?  my  fool  ?  eo 

you  and  call  my  fool  hither.     You,  you,  firrah,  where's 
my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Steivard, 

y  Ste<w.  So  pleafe  you \Exit, 

Lear.  What  fays   the  fellow   there  ?  call  the  clotpole 

fcack  :  where's  my  fool  ?    ho  ?  I  think  the  world's 

afleep  ;  how  now  ?  where's  that  mungrel  ? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,    your  daughter  is  not  well. 
_  Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I  call'd 
him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  in  the  roundeft  manner,  he 
would  not.  ^. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  j  but 
to  my  judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  entcrtain'd  with 
that  ceremonious  afteftion  as  you  were  wont  j  there's  a 
great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  ge^ 
neral  dependants,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and  your 
daughter. 

Lear.  Ha !   fay'ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  Lp 
jniftaken  j  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  think  your 
Highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear,  Thou  but  remember'ft  me  of  my  own  conception. 
I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negleft  of  late,  which  I  have 
r.uher  blamed  as  my  own  jealous  curiofity,  than  as  a  very 
j^retence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs  ;  I  will  look  further 
jnto't  i  but  where's  my  .^ool  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  thefe 
two  days. 

Knight,  Siijce  my  young  Lady's  going  into  France,  Sir, 
the  ^ool  hath  much  pined  away. 


^ 


King   Lear.  109 

t^ar  No  mo?e  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you 
and  tell' mv  daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her  Go  you, 
call  hither'my   fool.     O  you.  Sir,  come  you  hither,  Sir, 

who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Stezvard, 

Stew.  My  Lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  Lady's  father  ?  my  Lord  s  knave,  you  uhor» 
fon  dog,  you  flave,  you  cur !  r     .     t  u  r     t, 

Stetv.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord  j  I  befeech  your 

pardon.  r   i  a 

Lfjr.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  ralcal  ? 

[^Striking  birr., 

Sti'zv.  ril  not  be  ftruck,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player  ? 

[Tripping  up  bis  heels-. 
l,:ar.  I  thank  thee,  fellow .     Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  I'll 

love  thee. 

i^:<'«^  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away,  I'll  teach  you  differences  : 

away,   away  ;    if   you  will  meafure  your  lubber's  length 

again,  tarry  ;  but  away,  go  to  i  have  you  wildom  ?  fo. 

^     '  [Pujhes  out  tbe  Steward. 

Lear.  Now,  my  iriendly  knave,  I  thank  thee  j  there's 

Carneft  of  thy  ferv^  \. 

SCENE    XIIL       To  tbem,  Enter  Fool. 
Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Giving  bis  capt 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  doft  thou  ? 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  Why,  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  favour  ; 
nay,  an  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  v/:nd  fits,  thou'It  catch 
cold  Ihortly.  There,  take  my  coxcomb  j  why,  this  iellow 
has  b-m'.ih'd  two  of  his  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blefl- 
ing  againft  his  will  j  if  thou  fellow  him,  thou  muft  needs 
wear  my  coxcomb.  How  now,  nunde  ?  would  I  had  two 
coxcombs,  and  two  daughters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  I'll  keep  my  cox=> 
comb  my  felf  j  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daugh- 
ters T 
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Leay.   Take  heed,  Sirrah,  the  whrp. 

Fc'.7.  Truth's  a  dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  muft  he  uhlpp'i 
oiit,  when  the  lady  brach  may  ftand  by  tli'  fire  and  ftink. 

X^ear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool,  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  fpeech,  [To  Kent, 

Lear.  Do. 

i'''oo/.  Mark  it,  nuncle  ; 
Have  more  than  thou  Ihowef^, 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knoweft. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft. 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft. 
Learn  more  than  thou  troweft. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft  : 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  within  door. 
And  thoQ  flialt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fooi. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  law^'cr,  you 
gave  me  nothing  for't  5  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  nothing, 
nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy  j  nothing  ean  be  made  out  of  no- 
thing. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land 
comes  to  :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool.  *  [To  Kent. 

Lear.  Do  ft  thou  call  me  fool  ? 

Fool.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away  5  that 
thou  waft  horn  with, 

Ker.t.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  No,  'faith  ;  Lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me  ; 
if  I  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would  have  part  on't :  nay, 
the  Ladies  too,  they'll  not  let  me  have  all  fool  my  felf, 

• believe  a  fool. 

Lear.    A  bitter  fool ! 

Feci.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a  bitter 
fiUiI  and  a   fweet  one  ! 

Lear.  No,  lad  :  teach  me. 

Fto{.  That  Lord  that  counfci'd  thee  to  give  axya/  thy  Land, 
Come  place  him  here  by  me,  or  do  thou  for  hini   Itand, 
The  fweet  and  bitter  fool  will  prefently  appear. 
The  one  in  motley  here,  the  other  found  out  there.  ^ 

Lear.  Dolt  thou  call,  &c.  they  U 
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UieyMI  be  fnatchlng.  Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  FU 
give  thee  two  crowns. 

Lfar.  What  two  crowns  Aall  they  be  ? 

Fed.  Why>  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'  middle  and 
cat  lip  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg :  when  thoM 
clovell  thy  crown  i'th'  middle  and  gav'ft  away  both  parts^ 
thou  bor'ft  tliine  afs  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt ;  thou  hadft 
little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav'ft  thy  goldea 
one  away :  if  I  fpeak  like  my  felf  in  this,  let  him  be  whipp'd 

th.il  firft  finds  it  fo.  ,         _ 

Fooh  ne'er  had  hfs  grace  in  a  year y  [Singing. 

For  icife  men  are  grown  foppijhf 
And  hno-M  not  boiv  their  ivits  to  ivear^ 

Their  manners  are  fo  apijh.  [rah  ? 

Lear.  Since  when  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs,  Sir- 

Fco!.  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e'er  fmce  thou   mad'ft  thy 

daughters  thy  mothers  5  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the  rod, 

and  put'ft  down  thine  own  breeches. 

Then  they  for  fuddenjsy  did  iveep,  [Singing, 

Jbid  I  for  forrow  Jung, 
That  fuch  a  King  fhould  play  bo-peep, 
And  go  the  fooh  among. 
Pi'ythes,  nuncle,  keep  a  fchool-mafter  that  can  teach  thy 
fool  to  lie  ;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.  If  you  lie.  Sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 
Fc:/.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are : 
they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'lt  have  me 
whipt  for  lying,  and  fometimes  I  am  whipt  for  holding  my 
peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool,  and 
yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle  ;  thou  haft  pared  thy  wit 
o'  both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th'  middle  j  here  comes  one 
©'  th'  parings. 

SCENE    XIV.     To  thetn^  Enter  Gonerill. 
Lear,  How  now^,  daughter  ?  what  makes  that  frontlet 
on  ?  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'  frown. 

Fool.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  hadft  no  need 
to  care  for  her  frowning  ;  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a 
figure  ;  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  fool,  thou  art 
nothing — yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  tongue,[T5  GQ.neril)- J 

fo  jour  face  bids  me,  tho'  you  fay  nothing. 

Mum, 
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Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  cruji  nor  crum,      [Singings 
JVeary  of  all,  JhaV  nvant  j'ome. 
That's  a  flieal'd  peafcod. 

Gon.  Not  only.  Sir,  this  your  all-licenc'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue, 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots.  Sir. 
I  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'  have  found  a  fafe  redreft  j  but  now  grow  fearful 
By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done. 
That  you  protedl  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;  if  you  fhould,  the  fault. 
Would  not  fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redreffes  fleep. 
Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholfome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  elfe  were  fhame,  that  then  neceflity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle, 
n'he  hedge-fparroiu  fed   the  Cuckoo  fo  longy 
i:hat  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young  5 
So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 
Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon.  I  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  wifdom, 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horfe  ?  whoop.  Jug,  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus  ?  where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargied  —  Ha !  waking  —  'tis  not  fo  j 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ?  * 
Lears  fhadow  ?  I  would  learn  5  for  by  the  marks 
Of  fovereignty,  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon^ 
J  fhould  be  fal'fe  perfuaded  I  had  daughters. 
Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

•  .... vvho  I  am. 
Fool.  Lear\  fliadow- 

Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman?-*; 
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Gsn.  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o'th'  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  befeech  yoa 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright : 
You,  as  you're  old  and  rev' rend,  fhould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  'Squires, 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold. 
That  this  our  Court,  infedled  with  their  mann  Ti, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn  ;  Epicurifm  and  luft 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel, 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.     Shame  it  felf  doth  fpeak 
For  inftant  remedy.     Be  then  defir'd 
By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  <he  begs. 
Of  fifty  to  difquantity  your  train  j 
And  the  remainders  that  fiiall  ftlll  depend. 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age. 
And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils  !  , 

Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together—— 
Degcn'rate  bailard  !   Til  not  trouble  thee  j 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Go -7.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder'd  rabbl?^ 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

SCENE     XV.       To  them,  Enter  Albany. 

Lear,  Woe  !  that  too  late  repents — oh.  Sir,  are  you 
come  ? 
Is  it  your  will,  fpeak,  Sir  ?  prepare  my  horfes.—  [jTo  Alb, 
Ingratitude  !   thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 
More  hideous  when  thou  fhew'il  thee  in  a  child. 
Than  the  fea-monfter. 

Alb.  Pray  you.  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detefted  kite  i  thou  lieft.  [To  Gonerill. 

My  train  are  men  cf  choice  and  rarefc  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  mcft  exact  regard  fupport 
The  worihips  of  th:ir  names.     O  moft  fmall  fauJt, 
Ho^A-  ugly  didil  tbou  in  Corddia  fhe'w  ! 
Which  Jike  an  engine  wrencht  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fixf  place ;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love^ 
And  added  to  the  gaii.     O  Lear^  Lear  i 

VoL»lV,  L  Beat 
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Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in,      [Striking  bis  head^ 

And  thy  dear  judgment  out.     Go,  go,  'my  people. 
j^I/?.  My  Lord,  I'm  guiltlefs,  as  Tm  ignorant 

Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord 

Hear,  Nature,  hear,  dearGoddefs,  hear  a  father! 

Sufpend  thy  purpofc,  if  thou  didft  intend 

To  make  this  creature  fruitful : 

Into  her  womb  convey  fterility. 

Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe. 

And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 

A  babe  to  honour  her !  If  ihe  muft  teem. 

Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live. 

And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her  } 

Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth. 

With  cadcnt  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks. 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 

To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  /he  may  feel. 

How  /harper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is. 

To  have  a  thanklefs  child. — Go,  go,  my  people, 

j^Ii.  Now,  Gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  ? 
GoN.  Never  affli£l  your  felf  to  know  of  what 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear.  What  fifty  of  my  followers  a^  a  clap  ? 

Within  a  fortnight  ? 

^ll>.  What's  the  matter.  Sir  ? 
Lear.  I'll  tell  thee— life  and  death !  I  am  a/ham' d 
That  thou  haft  power  to  /hake  my  manhood  thus. 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them— blafts  and  fogs  upon  thee  f 
Th'  untentcd  woundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee !  Old  fond  eyes, 
Bcweep  her  once  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out,' 
And  caft  you  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe 
To  temper  clay.     Ha !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  fo:  I  have  another  daughter. 
Who  I  am  fire  is  kind  and  comfortable  ; 
When  /he  /hall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  hernails 
She'll  flea  thy  wolvi/li  vifage,     Thou  /halt  find. 

That 


il 
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That  I'll  refume  the  fhape  which  thou  doil  think 
I  have  caft  off  for  ever.  [£x,  Lear,  and  Attendant  s» 

SCENE    XVI. 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb,  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerilly 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you 

Gon.  Pray  you,  be  content.     What,  Ojioald,  ho  ! 
You,  Sir,  more  knave  tlian  fool,  after  your  mafter. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarr)',  take  the  fool 
with  thee  : 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  fuch  a  daughter. 
Should  fure  to  the  (laughter. 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  haltef  5 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exir. 

Gon,  This,  man  !  hath  had  good  counfel,— a  huAdred 
Knights  ! 
Is't  politick  and  fafe  to  let  him  keep 
A  hundred  Knights  ?  yes,  that  on  ev'ry  dreara. 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  pow'rs. 
And  hold  our  lives  at  mercy.     Qfivald,  I  fay. 

Alb,  Wei!,  you  may  fear  too  far  j 

Gon.  Safer  than  truft  too  far. 
Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
Not  fear  ftill  to  be  harm'd.     I  know  his  heart  j 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  fifter  ; 
If  fhe'U  fuftain  him  and  his  hundred  Knights, 

When  I  have  fhew'd  th'  uniitnefs 

Enter  Steivard, 
How  now,  Ofivald? 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  fifter  > 

Stew.  Ay,  Madam, 

Gon.  Take  you  fome  company,  away  to  horfc. 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fears. 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  vour  own 
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Though  I  cendemn  it  not,  yet  under  pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  taik  for  want  of  wifdojn. 
Than  prais'd  for  harmlefs  mildnefs. 

Alb.   Hew  far  3'our  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell  j 
Su-iving  to  better  oft  we  mar  what's  wclJ. 

Gon,  Nay  then 

Jib.  WdJ,  well,  th'  event.  lExeunt. 

SCENE     XVII. 
Re-enter 'Les.r,  Kert,  Gentleman  and  Feel, 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glo'ficr  with  thefe  letters  ;  ac- 
quaint my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  ycu  know, 
than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter  j  if  your 
diligence  be  not  fpeedy,  I  fbsll  be  there  afore  you. 

Kent.  I  vv;ll  not  fleep,  my  Lord,  'till  I  have  delivered 
your  letter.  [Exit, 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brain  were  in  his  heels,  wcr't  not  in 
danger  of  kibes  ? 

Lear.  Av,  boy. 

Tool.  Then,  I  pr'ythee,  be  merry,  thy  wit  fhall  not  go 
ilip/hod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  v,(t  thee  kindly  ; 
for  though  fhe's  as  like  this  as  a  crab's  like  an  apple,  yet  I 
can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  What  canfc  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool.  She  will  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab, 
Canft  thou  tell  why  one's  nofe  ilgnds  i'th'  middle  of  one's 
face  ? 

Lear,  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  fide  one's  nofe  ; 
that  what  a, man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  fpy  into. 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong  ! 

Fool.  Canft  tell  how  an  oyfter  makes  his  fliell  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  fiiaiJ  has  a  houfe, 

Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put's  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
daughters,  and  leave  his  herns  without  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature :  fo  kind  a  father  !  be  my 
horfes  ready  ? 

FosU 
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Fooi,  Thy  alTes  are  gone  about  'em ;  the  reafon  why  the 
Icven  ftars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  reafon. 

LeaK  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes  indeed  ;  thou  vould'ft  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take' t  again  perforce!— monfter  ingratitude  ? 

Fool.  If  you  were  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  thee  beaten 
for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  fliould'ftnot  have  been  old,  'till  thou  hadil 

been  wife. 

Lear.  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fwest  heav'n  I 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad. 
How  now,  are  the  horfes  ready  ?  ^ 

Gent.  Ready,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure. 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  Ihorter. 

[£xfaKf» 

A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

^  Cajlle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter. 
Enter  Baftard  and  Curan,  federally. 

Baft.  QAve  thee.  Cur  an. 

\^    Cur.  And  you,  Sir.     I  have  been  with  your 
■  father,  and  given  him  notice  that  the  Duke  of  Cornivall, 
and  Kegan  his  Dutchefs,  will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 
Baft.  How  comei  tliat  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not  j  you  have  heard  of  the  news  a- 
broad,  I  mean  the  whifpcr'd  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but  ear- 
kiffing  arguments. 

Baft.  Not  I  j  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 
Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twixt 
the  Dukes  of  Cornivall  and  Albany  f 
Baft.  Not  a  word. 
Cur.  You  may  then  in  time.  Fare  you  well.  Sir,    [Exiu 

SCENE    11. 
Baft.  The  Duke  be  here  •^o-night !  the  better !  befl ! 
This  weaves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  bufmefs. 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother, 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  qusftion 

I.  3  Wh.ic>^ 
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^Vhich  I  muft  a^;  hridntCs,  and  fortune  work  ! 
Brother,  awoid:  defcend,  broiher,  I  fay. 

To  hit^-,  Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches  j  O  Sir,  fiy  this  place, 
IntelJigence  is  giv'n  %\  here  you  are  hid  ; 
You've  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night— 
Have  ycu  not  fpoken  'gainfl  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  f 
He's  ccniine  hither,  now  i'th'  night,  in  hafte. 
And  Regan  with  him ;  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  patty  'galnft  the  Duke  oi  jUbany  f  * 
Adv.Te  your  felf. 

£■^7^.   I'm  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 
Bnji    I  hear  my  father  coming.     Pardon  me  — 
In  cunning  I  muft  draw  my  fword  upon  you  — 
Draw,  feem  to  defend  your  felf. 
New  quit  you  well  — 
Yield-  come  before  my  father — light  hoa,  here,— 

Fly,  brofhei — Torches !  — fo,  farev/el [Ex.  Edg.  . 

Some  bjood  dr  ^wn  on  rr^e  would  beget  opinion [^o:^.-Ji  his  arm 
Of  my  mere  ^eree  endeavour.     I've  (een  drunkards 
Po  more  than  thi"  in  fport.     Father  !  father ! 
Stop,  i^op,  no  help  ?  — — 

SCENE     III. 
To  h'r.r^  Enter  Glo'fter,  and Ser^' ants  ivitb  torches. 
Clo.licwi,  EdniuAd,  wher's  the  villain  ? 
^<;;/.  Here  ftccd  he  in  the  dark,  hislharp  fvvcrd  oat, 
Murnbl.ng  cf  wicked  charms,  conj'ring  the  mooa 
To  f;and  his  aufp:cious  miftrels. 
Glo.  But  v/here  is  he  ? 
Baft.  Lcok,  Sii-,  I  bleed. 
Glo,  Where  is  the  Villain,  Edmund? 
Ba/}.  Fied  this  way,  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could— 
Glo.  Purfue  him,  ho  !  go  after.  By  no  m.eans,  what  ?— 
Baft.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  i^rdfliip  j 
But  that  I  toJd  him  the  reveng-ng  Gods 
'Gainft  parricides  did  all  the  chunder  bend,  ^ 

Spoke  with  hov/  man'fojd  and  ftrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound,  to  th'  father.     Sir,  in  fine, 

.*  ;--^'"i"g.  Hi-on  :he^a.zy  engaged  by  him  aE-vjnfttheDnfce  ■.: 

Seeing 
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Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  1  fteod 

To  his  urmat'ral  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 

With  his  prepared  fword  he  charges  home 

Mj'  unprovided  body,  launch'd  mine  arm  ; 

And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarmed  fpirits, 

Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rouz'd  to  th'  encounter  ; 

Or  whether  gafkd  by  the  noife  I  made. 

Full  fuddenly  he  fied. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far ; 
Not  in  diis  land  fhall  he  remain  uncanght : 
And  for  difpatch  the  noble  Duke  my  mafter. 
My  worthy  and  arch-patron,  comes  to-night  j 
By  his  authcrity  I  will  prcclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  fhall  deferve  our  thanks. 
Bringing  the  murth'rous  coward  to  the  ftake  : 
Ke  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Baji,  When  I  dilTwaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  fpeech 
I  threattn'd  to  difcover  him  ^  he  replied, 
Thou  unpofTefling  baftard,  do'fi:  thou  think. 
If  I  would  ftand  ngtinft  thee,  the  repofal 
Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Would  make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  no,  what  I'd  deny, 
(As  this  I  would,  although  thou  did'ft  produce 
My  very  character)  would  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,  and  damned  praflice; 
And  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of  the  world. 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 
To  make'thee  Veek  it.  [TrumpeU  loithin, 

Glo.  O  ftrange,  faften'd  villain  ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter,  faid  he  ?  hark  ! 

Hark,  the  Duke's  trumpets !  I  know  not  Vv'hy  he  comes— 

All  ports  Til  bar,  the  viUain  /hall  not  'fcape. 

The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that  j  befides,  his  pifture 

I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 

May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  ray  land 

(Loyal  and  natural  boy)  Fii  work  the  means 

To  make  thee  capable,.  .  ^  -r  i^-  « 

set""*" 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  fince  I  came  hither, 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrange  news, 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  /hort 
Which  can  purfue  th'  offender  j  how  does  my  Lord  ? 

Glo.  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it's  crack'd. 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godfon  feek  your  life  ? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar  ?  He  ? 

G!o.  O  Lady,  Lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  Knights 
That  tended  on  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not.  Madam  j  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Baji.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  tho'  he  were  ill-affefted  ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  have  th'  expence  and  wafte  of  revenues, 
i  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  fifter 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn,  Nor  I,  afTurethee,  Regan  ^ 
Edmundy  I  hear  that  you  have  fhewn  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

BaJi.  It's  my  duty.  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  pradice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 
>•   Corn.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he  is. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  /hall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm:   make  your  own  purpofe. 
How  In  my  ftrength  you  pleafe.  As  for  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  commend  it  felf,  you  fhall  be  ours  j 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  fliall  much  need ; 
You  we  firft  feize  on. 

BaJi,  I  fhall  ferve  you.  Sir, 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

Glo,  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Cfrn,  You  know  not  why  wc  came  to  vifit  yow 

Thus 
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Tiius  out  of  feafon  thredding  dark-ey'd  night. 

Reg'.  Occafions,  noble  Gloftery  of  fome  prize, 

Wherein  we  muft  have  ufe  ©f  your  advice 

Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  harh  our  fifter. 

Of  dift'Vences,  which  I  beft  thought  it  fit 

To  anfvver  from  o-r  home  ;  the  fev'ral  meffengers 

From  hence  attend  difpatch.     Our  good  old  friend. 

Lay  comfbrts  to  your  bofom,  and  beftow 

Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufineffes. 

Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferveyou.  Madam; 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  Kent,  and  Ste-ward,  Jeverally, 

Stetv.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend  ;  art  of  this  houlc . 

Kent.  Ay. 

Steto.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent,  rth'  mire. 

Stetv.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'ft  me  tell  me. 

Ke}:t.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stetv.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipfiury  pinfold,  I  would  make 

thee  care  for  me.  ,1.4. 

Ste^v.  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,   1  know  thee. 

Steiu.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats,  a 
bafe,  proud,  fnnllow  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred-pound, 
filthv  woofred  -ftocking  knave  5  a  lilly-Uver'd,  aftion-taking, 
whcrfon,  glafs-gazing,  fuoer-ferviceable  finical  rogue  j  one- 
trunk-inheriting  fiave  ;  one  that  wou!d'ft  be  a  bawd  m  vvay 
of  good  fet  vice  j  and  art  nothing  but  the  compofition  or  a 
knave,  begear,  coward,  pander,  and  the  fon  and  heir  or  a 
mungril  biLch  ;  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clam'rous  wtiin- 
ing,  if  thou  deny'ft  the  leaft  fylhble  of  thy  addition. 

SteiiK  Whv,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,   thus  to 

rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee  . 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou  to  deny  thou 

knoweft  mc  !  is  it  two  davs  fince  I  tript  up  thy  heels,  ana 

beat  thee -before  the  Kin-  ?  draw,  you  rogue  5  for  tho  it  d 

nigii'j 
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night,  yet  the  moon  fliines  j  I'll  make  a  fop  o'th'  moon- 
fhine  of  you  j  you  whorcfon,  culhonly  barber-monger,  draw. 

\  \_Dra1vh2g  his  Jivord, 

Stew.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent,  Draw,  you  rafcal  j  you  come  with  letters  againft 
the  King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's  part,  againft  the 
royalty  of  her  father  5  draw,  you  rogue,  or  I'll  fo  carbo- 
nado your  fhanks draw,  you  rafcal,  come  your  ways, 

Steiv.  Help,  ho  !  murther !    help  ! 

Kent.  Strike,  you  Have  }  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you  neat- 
flave,  ftrike  !  [^Beating  him, 

Stenv.  Help,  ho  !  murther  !  murther  !— — 
SCENE    VI, 
Enter  Baftard,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Servants, 

Bafi,  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  Part 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe  j  come, 
I'll  flefh  ye  j  come  on,  young  mafter. 

Glo.  "Weapons  ?  arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives  j  he  dies  that  ftrikes 
again  J  what's  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meffengers  from  our  fifter  and  the  King  > 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  fpeak. 

Steiv.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord, 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  valour; 
you  cowardly  rafcal,  nature  difclaims  all  fhare  in  thee  :  a 
tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow  }  a  tailor  make  a  man  ? 

Kent,  A  tailor.  Sir  ?  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter  could 
not  have  made  him  fb  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but  two 
hours  o'th'  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  you,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Stew.  This  ancient  ruffian.  Sir,  whofe  life  I  have  fpar'd 
at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard 

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zed !  thou  unnecefTary  letter  !  my 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted 
villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  ajakes  with  him. 
Spare  my  grey  beard  ?  you  wag-tail ! — 

Corn.  Peace,  Sirrah ! 
You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent,  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn» 
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Cjrr.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fiiould  wear  a  fword, 
Who  wears  no  honefty  :  fuch  fmiling  rogues 
Like  rats  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intrinfick  t'unloofe  :  footh  ev'ry  paflion 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  Lords  rebels  ; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnoW  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Renege,  affinn,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  gale  and  vary  of  their  mafters. 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following, 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptick  vifage' 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as' I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Saruw  plain, 
rd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot.  * 
Corn.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 
Glo.  How  fell  you  out  ?  fay  that.  ^ 
Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  thou  call  him  knave  ?  v/hatis  his  fault  ? 
Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 
Corn.  No  more  perchance  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hers, 
Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  j 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  ftand  on  any  fhoulders  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow. 
Who  having  been  praisM  for  bluntnefs,  doth  aflfeft 
A  fawcy  roughnefs,  and  conftrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature.     He  can't  flatter,  he  ; 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  mull:  fpeak  truth  ; 
An  they  will  take  it,  fo;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  far  corrupter  ends, 
Than  twenty  filky  ducking  obfervants. 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity. 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  afpeft, 

•  In  the  part?  of  So»ier/etJJiire  nezr  Camelot  there  are  many  large 
Moors  upon  which  greac  numbers  of  Geefe  are  bred,  fo  that  many 
other  places  \hEn^J>wd  are  from  thence  fjpplicd  with  q'l  "*  ^f"* 
fcathws,  '  Wbcfe 
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Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Pbcebus'  front 

Corn.  What  mean'fl:  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialefl,  which  you  dircommeni 
fo  much  ;  I  know,  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  ;  but  he  that  be- 
guii'd  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  j  wliick  for 
my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fhould  win  your  difpleafurc 
to  intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  oflTence  you  gave  him? 

Steiv.  Never  any : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  mafter  very  lately 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifcor^rudlion  ; 
When  he  conjund,  and  flatt'ring  his  difpleafiirc, 
Tript  me  behind  5'  being  down,  infulted,  raii'd, 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man. 
That  woithied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  J'lim  attempting  who  was  felf-fubdu'd. 
And  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dread  exploit 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowai'ds. 
But  y^jax  is  their  foil. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks. 
Ycu  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev'rend  braggart, 
WVil  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King  j 
On  whofe  employment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  fhall  do  fmall  refpeft,  fiiew  too  bold  malice 
Againfl:  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mafter, 
Stocking  his  mefTenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks  j 
As  I  have  life,  there  fhall  he  fit  'till  noon. 

Reg.  'Till  noon  !  'till  night,  my  Lord,  and  all  night  to©, 

Kent.  Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father^  dog. 
You  could  not  ufe  me  fo. 

jRe^.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will.       [Stocks  brought  out. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  nature 
Our  fifter  fpeaks  of.     Bring  away  the  Stocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace  not  to  do  fo  j 
His  fault  is  mu«h,  and  the  good  Kins  his  mxflcr 

WiU 
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Will  check  him  foi't  ;  your  purposM  low  correftioa 
Is  I'ueh,  as  bafeft  2nd  the  meaneft  wretches 
For  pilPrings,  and  moft  common  trefpafles. 
Are  punifh'd  with.     The  King  muft  take  it  ill 
That  he's  (o  fiightly  valued  in  his  melTenger, 
To  have  him  thu3  renrain'd. 

Co)-rt.  ril    anfwer  that. 

R(fg.  My  fifter  may  receive  it  yet  much  worfe. 
To  have  her  Gentleman  abus'd,  afTaulted 

For  following  her  affairs.     Put  in  his  legs ■ 

[Kent  is  put  in  the  Stoc^t, 
Come,  my  Lord,  away.        \^Exeur.t  R.egan  and CornwAl. 
SCENE    VI. 

G!o.  I'm  ferry  for  thee,  friend  j  'tis  the  Duke's  pleafure, 
Whofe  difpofition  all  the  world  well  knmvs 
Wiil  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftop'd.     I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray,  do  not,  Sir.  I've  watch'd  and  travell'd  hard^ 
Some  time  I  ihali  Hccp  out,  the  reft  I'll  whiftle  ; 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels  } 
Give  you  good  morrov,-. 

G/o.  The  Duke'^s  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill  taken. 

[Exit. 

Kent.  Good  King,  that  muft  approve  the  common  law^ 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benedidlion  com'ft 
To  the  warm  fun.  *  All  w^ary  and  o'er-watch'd. 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This   fhameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night,  fmile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel ! 

[He  peps, 

•  An  »U  proverbial  faying  afpSei  t»  thofe  vho  me  tuot'd  »ft  of  houfe 
snd  home,  deprived  ef  aJt  the  contftrti  tfiffe  excelling  the  common  itent' 
fui  tf  the  ^ir  and  Sun. 

....  warm  fun. 

>\pproachthoubeacoa  tothis  under  g]ohe, [^Loo^ng  h£> t^ihemotrii 

That  by  thy  confort^bls  beams  I  may 

Pcrufe  thisletter.     Nothing  almaft  fees  miracles 

But  mifery.     I  know  *:is  from  C»t^elia, 

Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  infoim'd 

Of  my  obfcured  courfe.     I  fliall  f  nd  time 

Fr'un  this  enormous  l^ate»  and  feck  to  givC 
L«)lTes  their  rcmgdies.    All  weiry,  C'f» 

V^L.IV.  M  SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 
SCENE  changes  to  a  part  of  a  Htttttf% 
Enter  Edgar. 
Eig.  I've  heard  my  felf  proclaim' d. 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     Whiles  I  may  'fcape 
I  will  preferve  my  felf  :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  the  poorefi:  fhape 
That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man 
&-ought  near  to  beaft  :  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filtb^ 
Blanket  my  loins,  elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots. 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  pgTfecutions   of  the  fky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  prelident 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who  v/ith  roaring  voices 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortifyM  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary  j 
And  with  this  horrible  objeft,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  fiieep-Gotes  and  mills, 
Sometimes  with  lunatick  bans,  fometimes  with  pray'n, 
Inforce  their  charity  ;  poor  Turhiru  !  poor  Tom  I 
That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [ExiU 

SCENE    VIII. 

Changes  again  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter'i  Cajik. 

Enter  Lear,  Fcol,  and  Gentleman, 

tear.  'Tis  ftrange  that  they  fhould  fo  departt  from  home^. 
And  not  fend  back  my  mclfenger, 

Gent.  As  I  learn' d. 
The  night  before  there  was  no  purpofe  m  them  » 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  ncble  maimer. 

Lear.  Ha,  makTt  thou  ihame  thy  paftime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters ;  horfcs  are  ty'd  by 
the  heads,  dogs  and  bears  by  th'  neck,  monkeys  by  th' 
loins,  and  men  by  th'  legs  j  when  a  man  is  over-iufty  at 
legs,-  then  he  wesrs  wegden  n«th«r  ^ocks. 
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Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook. 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  fhcj 
Your  ion  and  daughtw.  ^ 

Lear.  No. 

Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  fay, 

Kent.  But  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter^  I  fwear  ns. 

^i?«f.  By  "Juno,  I  fwear  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do't. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  *tis  worfe  than  morthe^. 
To  do  upon  refpeft  fuch  violent  outrage  : 
Refolve  me  with  all  mcdefl  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might'ft  defei-ve  or  they  impofe  this  ufage. 
Coming  from  us  ? 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs'  letters  to  them. 
Ere  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  fhew'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a  reeking  poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Gcncrill  his  miftrefs  falutation  ; 
Deliver'd  letters,  fpight  of  intermifiion 
"Which  prefcntly  they  read  i  on  thofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  ftrait  took  horfe. 
Commanded  me  to  follcv.-  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer  ;  gave  me  cold  looks  j- 
And  meeting  here  the  other  meffenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifcn''d  mine. 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo  fawcily  againil  your  Highnefs, 
Having  mere  man  than  w=it  ab&ut  me,  I  drew  ; 
He  rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries  : 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  ihame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

Fool,  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefe  fly  that  waj'. 
Fathers  that  wear  rags 
Do  make  their  children  blind. 

But  fathers  that  bear  bags  * 

Skiil  fee  their  children  kind, 

M  z  Fortune^ 
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Fortune,  that  arrant  whore. 

Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  th'  poor. 

But  for  all  this  thou  fhaJt  have  as  many  dolours  *  from  tlty 

dear  daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  Oh,  how  this  mother  Ivvells  up  tow'rd  my  heart ! 
JJyJierka  pajfjoy  down,  thou  climbing  foiTOw, 
Thy  element's  below  j  where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  [Exit» 

Gent.  Made  you  no  more  offence 
I5ut  what  you  fpeak  of  ? 

Kent.  None  j 
How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  number  ? 

Fool.  An  thou  hadfi:  been  fet  i'th'  Stocks  for  that  <jucf- 
tlon,  thou'dft  well  deferv'd  it. 

Kent.  Why,  fool? 

Fool.  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  Ant,  to  teach  thee 
there's  no  lab'ring  i'th'  winter.  All  that  follow  their  nofes 
are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blind  menj  and  there's  not  a 

nofe  among  twenty  but  can  fmell  him  that's  ftinkiag 

let  go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  left  k 

break  thy  neck  with  following  5  but   the  great  one  that 

goes  upward,  let  it  draw  thee  after.     When  a  wife  maa 

gives  thee   better  counfeJ,  give  me  mine  again  5  I  wouii 

have  none  but  knaves  follow  it,  iince  a  fool  gives  it. 

That  Sir  which  ferves  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form, 

Will  pack  wh?n  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  a  ftorm  : 

And  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  ftay. 

And  let  the  wife  man  fly  : 

The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away. 

The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 

Kent,  Where  learn' d  you  this,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Not  i'th'  Stocks,  fool. 

S  C  E  N  E  •IX.     Enter  Lear  and  GJo'fter. 
Lear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ?  they're  ftck,  they're  wearr. 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  ?  'mere  fetches, 

•  A  <]ulbbie  intended  between  dehurs  and  delUrs. 

The 
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ths  Images  of  revolt  and  fiying  off. 

^ring  me  a  better  anfwer 

Glo,  My  dear  Lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
How  unremoveable  and  fixt  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance !  plague  !  death '  confufion  I— — 
Fiery  ?  what  fiery  quality  ?  why,  GlofltVy 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Comivall,  and  his  wife. 
Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  (o. 
Lear.  InformM  them  ?  doll  thou  underftand  me,  man  ? 
do.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornivally  the  dear 
father 
Would  with  his  daughter  fpeak,   commands   her  fervice. 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ?— my  breath  and  blood  ! 

Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke  that 

T^o,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 

Infirmity  doth  flill  negleft  all  oiSce, 

Whereto  our  health  is  bound  ;  v/e're  not  our  felves. 

When  nature  being  cppreft  commands  the  mind 

To  fuffer  with  the'body.     I'll  forbear. 

And  am  fall'n  out  with  m.y  m.ore  heady  will. 

To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit. 

For  the  found  man— Death  on  my  flate  !  but  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  ?  this  aft  perfuadeth  me. 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  pra£lice  only.     Give  me  my  fervant  forth : 

Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them: 

,  Now  prefently bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  chamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
'Till  it  cry,  fleep  to  death.  . 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  {Exit, 

Lear.  O  me,  my  heart !  my  rifmg  heart !  but  down. 
Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  Eels, 
when  he  put  them  i'  th'  Pafty  alive  j  he  rapt  'em  o'th 
coxcombs  with  a  flick,  and  cry'd  down,  wantons,  dovvn  ; 
'Twas  hh  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his  horfe  but- 
1    tered  his  hay.  ^^  ^  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    X. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  GloYter,  and  Servanh, 
Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both  ! 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace!  [Kent  is  Jet  at  lihertj, 

Reg,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are,  I  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo  j  if  ihou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  fronn  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adult'refs.     O,  are  you  free  ?     [-To  Kent. 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan^ 
Thy  fifter's  naught :  oh  Regan,  fhe  has  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs,  like  a  vulture,  here  ; 

[Faints  to  his  hearts 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'It  not  believe 

With  how  deprav'd  a  quality oh  Regan! 

Reg.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  take  patience  j  I  have  hope 
Vou  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 
Than  ihe  to  fcan  her  duty. 

Lear.  How  is  that  ? 

Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.     If  perchance 
She  have  reflrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
* Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 
Lear.  My  curfcs  on  her ! 
Reg.  O,   Sir,  you  are  old. 
Nature  in  you  ftands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  j  you  fliould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fonae  difcretion,  that  difcems  your  ftate 
Better  than  you  your  kit':  therefore  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  return. 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her.   Sir. 

Lear.  Afk  her  forgiveneii  ? 
Do  you  but  mar^c  how  this  becometh  us  : 
Dear  daughter,  I confcjs  that  lam  old;  [The  King  kneeling. 
Age  IS  unneccjary  :  on  yvy  knees  I  beg, 
"That  youUl  -vouchfafeme  raimcin,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  j  thefe  are  unfightly  tricks: 
Return  you  to  my  fifter. 
Leur.  Neycr,  Regar.i 

Sh5 
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She  hath  ahated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me,  ftruck  me  with  her  tongue 
Moft  ferpent-Uke,  upon  the  very  heart, 
iVll  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  head !  ftrike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  airs,  with  lamencfs ! 
Corn,  Fie,  Sir!   fie! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames      ' 
Into  her  fcornful  eyes !  infe£l  her  beauty. 
You  fen-fuck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  fun 
To  fall,  and  blaft  her  pride ! 

Reg.   O  the  bleft  Gods ! 
So  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rafli  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  fhait  never  have  my  curfe  *. 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  fhall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harfhnefs  5  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.     'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  oft"  my  train. 
To  bandy  haily  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes. 
And  in  conclufion  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.     Thou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
DiFeas  of  courtefie,  and  dues  of  gratitude  : 
Thy  half  o'th'  kingdom  thou  haft  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Rtg.  Good  Sir,  to  th'  purpofe.  [Trumpet  within. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  th'  Stocks? 

Enter  Steward. 
Cor«.  What  trumpet's  that? 

Reg.  I  krow't,  myfifter's:  this  approves  her  letter. 
That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.    Is  your  Lady  come  ? 
Lear.  This  is  a  flave,  whofe  eafie-borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows.  ,/ 

Out,  varlet,  from  my  fight ! 
Corn.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE   XI.     Enter  Gonerill. 
Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  fervant  ?  Regjn,   I've  good  hope 
Thou  didft  not  know  on't.-— Who  comes  here  ?  O  heavens*. 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 

Hallow  obediejK:e,  if  your  (elves  are  old, 

Make 
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Make  it  your  caufe ;  fend  down  and  take  my  part » 
Art  not  afLam'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 
O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  > 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand.  Sir  ?  how  have  I  offended  ? 
Ali  s  not  oflc-Rce  that  indifcretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough  ! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ?  how  came  my  man  i*  th*  Stocbs  ? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  Sir :  but  his  own  diforders 
Delerv'd  no  lefs  advancement. 
Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 
^/^-  I  pray  you,  father,  being 'wake,  feem  fo. 
If,     till  the  expiration  of  your  month 
You  will  return  and  fojoum  with  my  filler, 
DifmilTmg  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ;     ' 
I'm  now  from  hoine,  and  out  of  that  prov-JiL-a 
Which  /hali  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  difmiil'd^ 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufc 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  v.'olf  and  owl. 
To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'  th'  air, 

Nece/Tity's  /harp  pinch Return  with  her  ? 

Why!   the  hot-blooded  Fra?:ce,  that  dow'rlefs  took: 
Our  youngeft  born,    I  cmild  as  well  be  brcrght 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  'Squire -like  penfion  beg. 

To  keep  bafe  life  a-foot  j Return  with  her  ? 

Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  Have  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  groom. 
Gon.  At  your  choice.  Sir. 

Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.     Farewel : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another ; 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter. 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  fle/h. 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine  ;  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plague-fore,  or  imboffed  carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  blood  ;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  /hame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  ©all  it, 
I^do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  'fhoot, 
Ivor  teU  tales  of  tluse  to  high -judging  Jove, 

Mend 
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Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
1  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan^ 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  all  together, 
I  look'J  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
Tor  ycur  fit  welcoroe  5  give  ear  to  my  fifter  ; 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion, 
Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo— — 
But  fhe  knows  what  ihe  does. 
Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg.  1  dare  avouch  it.  Sir  ;  what,  fifty  followers  ? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  fhould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fince  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number:  how  in  one  houfs 
Should  msny  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity?  'tis  hard,  almoft  impoflible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attendancs 
From  thofe  that  Ihe  calls  fervants,  or  from  n.ine  ? 

Rcg.YJky  not,  my  Lord  ?  if  then  they  chanc'd  to  flack  ye, 
"We  could  controll  them;  if  you'll  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty  j  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitane?. 
But  kept  a  refervation  to  be  follow'd. 
With  iuch  a  number ;  muft  I  come  to  you 
"With  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  faid  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 
Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well-favour'd 
When  others  are  more  wicked.     Not  being  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife ;  I'll  go  with  thee,  [To  Gon. 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty  5 
And  thou  haft  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord  ;  ' 

What  need  you  five  and  twenty  ?  ten  ?  or  five? 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many- 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lear* 
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Lear.  O,  reafon  not  the  need :  our  bafeft  Icegars 
Are  in  the  poortil  thing  luperfiuous ; 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beafts'.     Thou  art  a  Lady  - 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous,  ' 

Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'ft 
Which  fc 'rcely  keeps  thee  warm  j  but  for  true  need. 
You  heav  ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need  • 
You  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age,  wretched  in  both. 
If  It  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  daughters  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  foci  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  -.   touch  me  with  noble  anger : 
O  let  not  womens  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks.     No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 
J  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 
That  all  the  world  /hall— I  will  do  fuch  things,— 
What  they  are  yet  I  know  not,  but  thev  fhall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think  r'U  weep : 

^?-  i'^^  "°f,^'^«P-  Thoughl  have  full  caufe  of  weeping i 
This  heart  ihall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws 
Or  e'er  I  weep.     O  fool,  I  /hall  go  mad. 

[£Ar«/«r  Lear,  Glo'fter,  Kent,  and  Tool, 

SCENE     XIL 
Corn,  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

T,        rr.,  .    ,      .  .    .  {Storm  and  Tempefl-^ 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  fmal],  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  beflow'd. 

Gon,  'Tis  his  own  blame,  he'ath  put  himfeif  from  ref!. 
And  mull  needs  taite  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly. 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glo^Jier  ? 

Enter  Glo'fter. 

Ccrn.  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth  j— he  is  return'd, 

Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

Glo.  He  calls  to  horfe  :  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

torn,    Tis  belt  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfeif. 
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Con.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  mean?  to  {h.y. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on  :  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  ruisle  ;  for  many  miles  ab©ut 
There's  fcarce  a  bufh. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure 
Muft  be  their  fchocl-mailers  ;  fhut  up  your  doors  j 
He  is  attended  with  a  defp'rate  train. 
And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ears  abus'd,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  night. 
My  Regan  counfcls  well :  come  out  o'th'  ftorm.     [^Exeunf, 

ACT    in.      SCENE     L 

SCENE   J  Heath. 

A  Jioiin  is  heard  ivith  Thunder  and  Lighting.     Enter 

Kent,  arid  a  Gentleman,  f^feral'y. 

Kent.  \  /\  7  H  O's  there  befides  foul  weather  ? 

yv        Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moft 

Kent.  I  know  you  :  where's  the  King  ?         [unquietly. 

Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements  j 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea. 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main. 
That  things  might  change  or  ceafe  :  tears  his  white  half. 
Which  the  impetuous  biafts  with  eyelefs  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of. 
This  night,  in  which  the  cub-drawn  bear  *  would  couch. 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  furr  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will,  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent.  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jeft 
His  heart-ftruck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  1  do  know  you, 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
Commend  a  dear  tiling  to  you.     There's  divifion 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 

*  By  cub'drav)t  be/ir  m\x^  be  uoderftood  tlx  Jhc-btar  irtwn  irj  hj 
liitfitktrt^of  htrtfhUf  and  lienctf  HH»ft  r^vcDous  Mud  greedy  of  pre/- 

With 
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With  mutual  craft)  'twixt  Albany  and  CornwaU :  ♦ 
And  true  it  is  from  France  there  comes  a  pow'r 
Into  this  fhatter'd  kingdom,  who  already 
Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  fea 
Jn  fome  of  our  beft  ports,  and  are  at  point 

To  fhow  their  open  banner Now  to  you : 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  fo  far 

To  make  your  fpeed  to  D^-ver,  you  fhall  find 

Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  juft  report 

Of  how  unnatural  and  madding  forrow 

The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  fome  knowledge  and  ailu ranee  of  you, 

Offer  this  office. 

Gent.  I'll  talk  further  with  you. 

Kenf.  No,  do  not : 
For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  you  fhall)  fliew  her  that  Ring, 
And  Ihe  will  tell  you  who  this  fellow  is. 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  ftorm ! 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  effeft  more  than  all  yet ; 

That,  when  we  have  found  the  King,  (for  which  you  take 

That  way,  I  this :)  he  that  firft  lights  on  him. 

Holla  the  other.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II. 

Storm  fiill.     Enter  Lear  and  Tool. 

Lear.  Blow  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks  j  rage,  blow  I 
You  catarads  and  hurricanoes  fpout 

•  •-—  'twixc  Albany  and  Cornwall: 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  whom  their  great  (lars 
Thfjn'd  and  fethigh?)  fervaius,  whofcem  no  lefs. 
Which  are  to  Frame  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 
Intelligent  of  our  ftatc.    What  hath  been  fccra, 
Either  in  fnuffs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  born 
Apainit  the  old  kind  King  ;  or  fomething  deeier. 
Whereof,  perchance,  thele  arc  but  furnjftiugs-"- 

Gtnt.  I  Will  talk.  »Till 
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'Till  you  have  drencht  our  fteeples,  drown'd  the  cocks ! 

You  fulph'rous  and  thought -executing  fires, 

Vaunt-courierG  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 

Singe  my  white  head  !  And  thou  all-/h-king  thunder. 

Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  th'  world. 

Crack  nature's  mould,  all  germins  fpill  at  once 

That  make  ingrateful  man  ! 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court-holy- water  in  a  dry  houfe  is  bet- 
ter than  the  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle,  in,  afk 
thy  daughters  blefllng  ;  here's  a  night  that  pities  neither 
wife  men  nor  fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fprt  fire,  fpout  rain ! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  j 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,   call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  fubmiflion.     Then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure; — here  I  ftand  your  flave, 
A  poor,  imfirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  ! 
But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters, 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-engender'd  battles,  'gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O,  ho  !  'tis  foul. 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  good 
head-piece : 

The  cod-piece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  head  has  any: 
The  head  and  he  fliall  lowfe ;  fo  beggars  marry  many; 
That  man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould  make. 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  fhe  made  mouths 
in  a  glafs. 

SCENE     III.      To  them,  Ertter  K.ent. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience, 
I  will  fay  nothing. 

Kent,  Who's  there  ? 

Fool.  Marry,  here's  grace,  and  a  cod-piece,  that's  a 
wife  man  and  a  fool. 

Kent,  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  :  the  wrathful  ikies 
Gallow  the  very  wand'reis  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves:  fince  I  was  man, 

\^UL.  IV.  N  Such 
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Such  flieets  of  fire,  fuch  burfis  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  o^  roiiring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.     Man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'  afTliftion,  nor  the  force. 

Leer.  Let  the  great  Gods, 
That  keep  this  dreadful  thund'ring  o'er  our  heads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  haft  within  thae  undivulged  crimes 
Unwhipt  of  juftice  !  Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand  j 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimular  of  virtue, 
That  art  inceftuous  !  caitiff,  fhake  to  pieces. 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Haft  praftis'd  en  man's  life  !  Clcfe  pent-up  guilts,. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  afk 

Thefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace  ! 1  am  a  mm, 

More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ? 
Gracious  my  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel. 
Some  friendihip  Vvill  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft t 
Rep  fe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof  'tis  rais'd  j. 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on,  my  boy.     How  doft,  my  boy  ?  art  cold  f 
I'm  cold  myfelf.  '  Where  is  this  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  ncceflities  is  ilrange. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your  hovejj 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I've  one  ftring  in  my  heart 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

FooJ.    lie  that  hai  and  a  little  tiny  ivity 

With  beifrh  he,  the  Kvind  and  the  rdir^  ■> 

Mnji  i/hike  conttnt  ivith  hii  fortunes  jit  ^ 
ThaugL  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear.  True,  my  good  boy ;   come,  bring  us  to  this  hove!. 

[Exit^ 

Feci.  'Tis  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan, 
I'll  fpeak  a  prophecy  or  e'er  I  go  j 
When  priells  are  more  in  words  than  matter, 

W'hcis. 
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When  brewers  marr  their  malt  with  water  ; 
When  nobles  are  their  tailors  tutors ; 
No  hercticks  burn'd,  but  wenches  iuitors  j 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't. 
That  going  fiiall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right, 
No  'Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight  ; 
When  flanders  do  not  live  in  tongues. 
And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs  ; 
When  ufurers  tell  their  gold  i'  th'  field. 
And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  ; 
Then  ihall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  unto  great  confufion. 

This  prophecy  Merlin  lliall  make,  for  I  do  live  before  his 

time.  r^^^'^' 

SCENE     rV.     An  apartment  in  Glo'fter'5  Cajlle, 

Enter  Glo'fter  and  Baftard. 

Glo.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural 
{Sealing  ;  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  m'ght  pity  hira, 
they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe,  charg'd 
me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafuie,  neither  to  fpeak  of 
him,  entreat  for  him,  or  any  way  fuftain  liim. 

Baft.  Mofi;  favage  and  unnatural  ! 

Glo.  Go  to ;  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divlfion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a  v.orfe  matter  than  that  :  I  havs 
received  a  letter  this  night,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken,  I 
.  have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clofet  :  thefe  injuries  the 
•King  now  bears  will  be  revenged  home  ;  there  is  part  of  a 
power  already  footed  ;  we  muft  incline  to  the  Kiisg,  I  vvill 
look  for  hira,  and  privily  relieve  him ;  go  you  end  main- 
tain talk  with  the  Dukc,'tkat  my  charity  be  not  of  him 
perceiv'd  j  if  he  afk  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed  j 
if  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lefs  is  threatned  me,  the  King  my  old 
mafter  muft  be  relieved.  There  are  ftrange  things  toward, 
Edmund }  pray  you,  be  careful.  [Exitt 

Baji.  This  courtefie  forbid  thee  /hall  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  fecms  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  lofes ;  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younaer  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  {Exit: 

^      "^  Na  SCENE 
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SCENE    V.     Part  of  the  Heath  -with  a  Hovel, 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  end  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord  ,  go.'d  my  Lord,  enter  ; 
The  tyranny  of  th'  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  \Storm  Jiill, 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Geod  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  brer \-  my  heart  r 

Kent,  I'd  rather  break  mine  own  ;  good  my  Lord,  enter, 

hear.  Thou  thriJc'ft 'tis  much  th  u  this  contentivus  ilorm 
Invades  us  to  the  /kin  ;  fo  'tis  to  thee  ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt. 
The  lefTer  is  fcarc^  I'-Xx..     Thou'dft  /hun  a  bear  ; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  'oward  the  roaring  fea, 
Thou'dft  meet  the  bear  i'th'  mc  th ;  when  the  mind's  free. 
The  body's  licixate  5  the  temi:e-t  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  ali  feeling  €i{^y 
Save  what  beatj  there.     Filial  ingratitude  ! 
Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  tiiis  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't  '*•    But  I'll  punifl.-  home  ; 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more — in  fuch  a  night. 
To  fhut  me  cut  ? — pour  en,  I  will  endure  : 
In  fuch  a  night  as  this  ?    O  Regan,  Gonerilly 
Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all— 
O,  that  v/ay  madnefs  lyes,  let  me  /hun  that. 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Goou  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafc. 
This  temped  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  -vould  hurt  me  more — but  I'll  go  in  5 
In,  boy,  go  firft.     You  houfelefs  poverty — 
Nay,  get  thee  in ;  I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  (leep—  [Ex.  Fool, 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm  ! 
How  fhall  your  houfelefs  head?,  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  you 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ? — O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this  :  take  phyfick,  pomp  ! 
Expofe  thy  felf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
That  thou  may'il  ihake  the  fuperflux  to  them. 

And 
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And  /hew  the  heav'ns  more  jufl. 

Edg.  [fVithin.]  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 
poor  Tom  ! 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a  fpirit,  help  me, 
help  me.  [T"befoil  rum  out  from  the  KomeK 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 
Fo'J.  A  fpirit,  a  fpirit,  he  fays  his  name's  poor  Tom. 
Kent.  What  art  thou  that  do'ft  grumble  there i'th'  ftraw  ? 
come  forth. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
Enter  Edgar,  difguis^d  like  a  Madman. 
Edg.  Away,  the  foul  fiend  follows  rne.     Through   the 
fharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.     Humph,  go  to  thy 
bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  i*  and  art  thoa 
come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the 
foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  fiame,  throuifh 
ford  and  whirl-pool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire,  that  hath  laid 
knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pue  \  fet  ratf- 
bane  by  his  porridge,  made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on 
a  bay  trotting  horfe,  over  four  inch'd  bridges,  to  ccurfe  h:s 
own  fhadovv^  for  a  traitor, — blefs  thy  five  wits,  Toms  a-cold. 
O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do,  de, — blefs  thee  from  whirl-winds, 
fiar-blafting,  and  taking  ;  do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom 
the  foul  fiend  vexes.  There  could  1  have  him  now,  and 
there,  and  here  again,  and  there.  \_Storm  fiiU. 

Lear.  What !  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs  ? 
Could'il:  thou  fave  nothing?  didft  thou  give  'em  all  ? 

looL  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  all 
fhamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  me«'s  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters  I 
Kent.   He  hath  no  daughters.  Sir. 
Lear.  Death,  traitor,  nothing  could  hav^  fubJu'd  nature 
To  fuch  a  lownefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fa/hion,  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  fie^  > 
Judicious  punifhment !  'twas  this  fiefh  begot 
Thofe  pelican  (^auKhtevs, 

N  3  Ed^ 
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Edg,  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  alow,  alow,  loo, 
loo. 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools,  and  mad- 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'th'  foul  fiend,  obey  thy  parents,  keep 
thy  word  juftly,  fwear  not,  commit  not  witfi  man's  fworn 
fpoufe }  fet  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud  array.  Tom's 
a-cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  ferving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  ;  that 
curl'd  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the  luft  of 
my  miftrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  aft  of  daiknefs  with  her: 
fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them  in 
the  fweet  face  of  heav'n.  One  that  flept  on  the  contriving 
luft,  and  wak'd  to  do  it.  "Wme  Icv'd  I  deeply  j  dice  dear- 
ly }  and  in  woman,  cut-paramour'd  the  Turk.  Falfe  of 
heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand  ;  hog  in  floth,  iox  In. 
ftealth,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  m  madnefs,  lion  in  prcy.^. 
Let  not  the  creaking  of  fhoes,  nor  the  ruftling  of  filks,  be- 
tray thy  poor  heart  to  woman.  Keep  thy  foot  out  of  bro- 
thels, thy  hand  eut  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders  books, 
and  defie  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows 
the  eold  wind  :  fays  fuum,  mun,  nonny,  dolphin  my  boy, 
boy,  Sejfey:  let  him  trot  by.  [Storm  ft  ill. 

Lear.,  Thou  wert  better  in  a  grave,  than  to  anfwer  with 
thy  uncover'd  body  this  exLiemity  of  the  fkies.  Is  man  no 
more  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow'ft  the  worm 
no  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide,  the  fheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no 
perfume.  Ha!  here's  three  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou 
art  the  thing  itfelf  j  unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but 
fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou  art.  Oft',  off, 
you  landings :  come,  unbutton  here. 

[Tearing  off  his  cloathu 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented  j  'tis  a  naughty 

Slight  to  fwim  in.    Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field  were  like 

an  old  letcher's  heart,  a  fmall  fpark,  and  all  the  reft  on's 

body  cold  j  look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet ;  he  begins  at  cur- 
few, and  ualks  'till  the  firft  cock  }  he  gives  the  web  and 
the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-lip  j  mil- 
dew 
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dews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creatures  of  the 

earth. 

St.  Withold /oof fi  thrice  the  tvo/d  j 
He  met  the  night-mare,    and  her  nine-fold^ 
Bid  her  alight,  and  her  troth  plight. 
And  aroynt  thee,  witch,  aroynt  thee  ! 
Kent.  How  tares  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE      VII. 
Enter  Glo'fter  with  a  torch,  - 
Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there  ?  what  is't  you  feek  ? 
Clo.  What  are  you  there  ?  your  names  ? 
Edg.  Poor  Tow,  that  eats  the  fwimming  frog,  the  toad, 
the  todpole  j   the  wall-newt,  and  the  water-newt  5  that  ia 
the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,   eats  cow- 
dung  for  fallets  5  fwallows  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog  ; 
drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  ftanding  pool ;  who  is  whipt 
from  tything  to  tything,  and  ftook-puniih'd,    and  impri- 
fon  d  :  who  hath  had  three  fuits  to  his  back,   fix  fhirts  to 
his  body,  horfe  to  ride,  and  wer^pon  to  wear : 
But  mice,  and  rats,  and  fuch  fniall  geer 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  feven  long  year. 
Beware  ray  follower.  Peace,  Smulkin,  peace,  thou  fiend  ! 
Glo.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  ? 
Edg.  The  Prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman,  Modo  he's 
call'd,  and  Mabu. 

Glo.  Our  fieih  and  blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vile, 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 
Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 
T'  obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands  : 
Though  their  injundlion  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you. 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  feek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  are  ready, 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  philofophcr  j 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  Lord,  take  his  offer. 
Go  into  th'  houfe. 

Lear.  I'U  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Thelan  : 
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Wliat  is  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin, 

Lear.  Let  us  zik  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importnne  him  to  go,  my  Lord, 
His  wits  begin  t'  unlettle. 

Glo.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ?  [Storm  Jiill. 

His  daughters  feek  his  death  :  ah,  that  good  fCent ! 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus ;  poor  baniiTi'd  man ! 
Thou  fay'ft  the  King  grows  mad  ;  Til  tell  thee,  friend, 
I'm  almoft  mad  my  fcif  j  I  had  a  l"cn, 
Now  out-hw'd  from  my  blood,  he  fought  my  life 
Bat  lately,  very  late  ;  I  lov'd  him,  friend. 
No  father  his  fon  dearer  :  true  to  tell  thee. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.     What  a  night's  this  ! 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace. 

Lear,  O  cry  you  mercy.  Sir  : 
Noble  philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Toin''s  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  into  th' hovel  j    keep  thee  warm, 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  With  him  ; 
I  will  keep  ftill  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  footh  him }  let  him  take  the  fellow, 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  ;  along  with  us. 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glo,  No  words,  no  words,  huA. 

Edg.  *  Child  Roiuland  to  the  dark  tower  came. 
His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Brkijh  man.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE    VIIL     Glo'fter's  Cajlle. 
Enter  Cornwall  ajtd  Baftard. 

Corn.  I  will  have  revenge,  ere  I  depart  his  houfe. 

Baji.  How  now,  my  Lord,  I  may  be  cenfur'd,  that  na- 

•  The  fables  of  fuch  n  turn  as  that  from  which  there  lines  ore 
OU'^ted  being  generally  tiken  from  books  of  J/i^w/yft  Chivalry,  it 
is  probable  the  word  (tood  there  Infante  Orl/mdo  for  which  the 
tranflitor  ignoiantly  put  Ch'tU  Ravlriod  ■  wbcreas  Jn^'anTe  meant 
a  Frincc,  one  of  th*;  King's  Tons. 
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nature  thus  gives  way  to  loyalty ;  fomething  fears  me  to 

^^^^  °^-  .       .  ,1.  1       u    > 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother  5 

evil  difpofition  made  Wm  feek  his  death  :    but  a  provoked 
fpirit  fet  a-work  by  a  reprovable  badnefs  in  him. 

Bajl.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  muft  repent 
to  be  juft  !  this  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of  j  wliicK  ap- 
proves him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of  France, 
Oh  heav'ns  !  that  this  trtafon  were  not  j  or  not  I  the 
deteftor  I 
C^rn.  Go  with  me  tc  the  Dutchefs. 

Bujt.  If  the  matter  ?<"  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have 
mighty  bui;::?!?  in  Lane. 

Corn.  True  or  faife,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glo'fier  : 
feek  out  wher^  .by  father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our 
apprehenfion.  .    ,,  ^    _,  . 

Bafi.  1  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  Itufthis 
fufpicion  mc. :  fully.  lAfide.]  i  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe 
of  loyalty,  thoa^ji-;  the  ccnfllcl  be  fore  between  that  and  my 
blood.  lAloud, 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truf\.  upon  thee  }  and  thou  /halt  find  a 
dearer  father  in  my  love.  [Exeunt » 

S  C  E  N  E    IX.       A  Chamber  in  a  Farm-houfe. 
En  er  Kent  and  Glo'Rer. 

Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air,  take  it  thankfully  ! 
I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can  :  I  will 
not  be  long  from  you,  [^Exiu 

Kent.  All  the  pow'r  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to  hia 
impatience :  the  Gods  reward  your  kindnefs ! 
Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  of  darknefs :  pray  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul 
fiend. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  madman  be 
a  gentleman  or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his  fon; 
for  he's  a  yeoman  that  fees  his  fon  a  gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 

Come  hizzing  in  upon  'em, 

Edg* 
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Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fcol.  He's  mad  that  trufrs  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf,  the 
health  of  a  hoife,  the  love  of  a  boy,  or  the  oath  of  a  whore. 

Lear.  It  fliall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  'em  ftrait. 
Come,  fit  thou  here,  moft  learned  jufticer.       [To  the  Ftoh 
Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here — now,  ye  fhe  foxes —  [To  Edgar. 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a 
nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two  white 
herrings.  Croak  not,  black  angel,  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

Lear.  Til  fee  thei.-  tryal,  bring  me  in  the  evidence. 
Thou  robed  man  cf  juftice,  take  thy  place. 
And  thou  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity. 
Bench  by  liis  fide.     You  are  of  the  commifllon, 
Sit  you  too.     Arraign  her  firft,  'tis  Conner  ill. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  Miftrefs,  is  your  name  Gonuerlllf 

Lear.  She  ean't  deny  it. 

Fooi.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  Joint-ftool. 

Lear,  And  here's  another  vvhofe  warpt  looks  proclaim 
What  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of.     Stop  her  there. 
Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire,  corruption's  in  the  place : 
Falfe  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  'fcape  ? 

Edg.  'Blefs  thy  five  wits! 

Kent.  O  pity  !  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
^  That  you  io  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much. 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting.  [Jftde, 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all. 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  S'weet-  heart ;  fee,  they  bark  at  me  •—- 

Edg.Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them  j  avauntj  you  curs ! 
Be  thy  msuth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite ; 
Maftiff,  grey-hound,  mungril  grim. 
Hound  or  fpaniel,  brache,  or  lym  j 
Or  bob-tail  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 
Tt/m  v/ill  make  him  weep  and  wail : 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de  :  Seffey,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs. 
And  market  towns  ;  poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear,  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan fee  what 
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breeds  about  her  heart Is  there  any  ca«fe  in  nature  that 

makes  tkefe  hard  hearts  ?  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one  of 
my  hundred  ;  only  I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  gar- 
ments.     You  will  fay  they  are  Pcrfian  j  but  let  them  be 

chang'd, 

Sie-cnter  Glo'fter. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lye  here,  and  reft  a  while. 

Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the  curtains  5 
So,   fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'th'  morning. 

FosL  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  neon, 

Glo.  Come  hither,  friend,  where  is  the  King  my  mafter  ♦ 

Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 

Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythee,  take  him  in  thy  arms  j 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  litter  ready,  lay  him  in't. 
And  drive  tow'rd  Do'ver,  friend,  where  thou  /halt  rwet 
Both  welcome  and  proteftion.     Take  up»  thy  m.after. 
If  thou  fhouldft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him. 
Stand  in  affured  lofs.     Take  up,  take  up. 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
Give  thee  quick  conduft.     Come,  away,  away.     \Eximit. 
SCENE    X.     Glo'fter'i  Cajile. 
Ester  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Baftard,  and  Sen'antt. 

Corn.  Poft  fpeedily  to  ray  Lord  your  hulband,  ihew  hiiB 
this  letter,  the  army  of  France  is  landed  j  feek  out  the  trai- 
tor Glvfier, 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund,  keep  yoii 
ov.x  filler  company  j  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take  up- 
©n  your  traiterous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding. 
Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a  mofl  feftinate 
preparation  :  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  polls  fhall  be 
fwift,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Farewel,  dear  fifter  j 
Carewei,  my  Lord  of  Glo'fier. 

Ent-er  Steivard, 
How  now  ?  v/hcre's  the  King  ? 

.Stetv.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fitr  hath  convey'd  him  hence, 

SoiKg  live  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
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Hot  quefters  after  him,  met  him  at  gate, 
Who,  with  feme  other  of  the  Lord's  dependants, 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover  j  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn,   Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs, 

Gon.  Farewel,  fweet  Lord,  and  fifter. 

[Exeunt  Gon.  and  Baft. 

Corn,  Edmundy  farewel :  — — •  go  feek  the  traitor  GW^sry 

[To  the  Servant:, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us : 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice  5  yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  wliich  men 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

SCENE     XI. 
Entvr  Glo'fter  Prifoner,  and  Servants, 
Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 

Reg.  Ingrateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 

Corn,  Bind  faft  his  corky  arms. 

Glo.  What  mean  your  Graces  ?  Good  my  friends,  confider 
You  are  my  Guefts  :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [They  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,    hard  :  O  filthy  traitor  ! 

Glo.  Unmerciful  Lady  as  you  are  !  I'm  none. 
>    Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him.  Villain,  thou  fhalt  find— 

Glo.  By  the  kind  Gods  *,  'tis  moft  ignobly  done  ( 

To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor  ? 

Glo.  Naughty  Lady, 
Thefe  hairs  which  thou  doft  ravi/h  from  my  chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.     I'm  your  hoft  j 
With  robber's  hands,  my  hofpitable  favour 
You  fhould  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France  ? 

Reg.  Be  fimple-anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.  And  what  confed'racy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

•  By  the  kjndCoJs  is  not  here  meant  a  gchtral  title  given  to  all 
the  Gods,  but  this  is  intended  as  a  particular  appeal  to  thofevhich 
were  ^liltinguiflicJ  by  the  name  of  Ue  Dn  hfiiialeu 
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Il(g.  To  vvhofc  hands  have  you  fent  the  lunatlck  King  ? 
Speak. 

Glo.  I've  a  letter  gueflingly  fat  down. 
Which  came  from  one  that's  «f  a  neutral  heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn.  Cunning 

Reg,  And  falie. 

Cirn,  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  .* 

Glo.  To  Dcvo',  Sir. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Waft  thou  not  charg'd,  at  peril  — — — — 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Do'ver  f  \tt  him  anrwerthat. 

Clo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th'  ftakcj  and  I  muft  Itand  the  cou'fe, 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Doaier  f 

Glo.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes  \  nor  thy  lierce  fifter 
In  his  anointed  fleih  ftick  boari/h  phangs. 
The  fea,  w^ith  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  indur^d,  would  have  buoy'd  up 
And  quench'd  the  ftellar  fires  : 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  heip'd  the  heav'ns  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howi'd  that  ftem  time. 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  faid,  good  porter,  turn  the  k^  5 
All  cruels  elfe  fubfcribe  j  but  I  fhail  fee 
The  vi^inged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See't  Ihalt  thou  never.     Fellows,  hold  the  char?^ 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine  I'll  i^t  my  foot. 

[Glo'fter  h  held  dovjn  'whik  GornwaU  triad<:  o^Jt 
oni  of  bis  eyei. 

Glo,  He  that  will  think  to  live  'till  he  be  old. 
Give  me  fome  help. O  cruel !  O  you  Godi ! 

Reg.  One  fide  will  mock  another  j  th'  other  too. 

Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance 

Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord  : 
I've  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  child  j 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  new  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dcj  ? 

Sen'.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upoo  your  chin, 
I'd  ihake  it  on  tiiis  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean? 

Vfii.iV,  O  CorHr 
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Corn.  My  villain ! 

Scrnj.  Nay  then  corne  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 
[Fight,  in  the  f cuff :  Cornwall  is  nooundcd, 

iicg.  Give  me  thy  fword .     A  peafant  ftand  up  thus  ? 

\K.ilh  him» 

Serv.  Oh,  I  am  flain — my  Lord,  you  have  one  eye  left 
To  fee  feme  mifchief  on  him.     Oh —  [Did, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it  5  out,  vile  gelly  f 
Where  is  thy  luf.re  now  ?  [fTreads  cut  the  other  eye. 

Glo.  All  d-rk  and comfortlefs — where's  my  ionEdmund  ? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  aft. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain  ! 
Thou  caH'il  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  It  was  hc 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us  J 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies  ! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.     Kind  Gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thruft  him  out 
At  th'  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  h's  way  to  Dover, 

[Ex,  ivitb  Glo'fter, 
How  is't,  my  Lord  ?  how  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt ;  follow  me,  Lady.—' 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain  j  throw  this  flave 
Upon  the  dunghill.' — Regan,  I  bleed  apace. 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.    Give  me  your  arm.     [Exeunt, 

A  C^T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

^  CE  N  E  An  open  Country, 
^  Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.'\7t'T  bett€r  thus,  and  known  to  be  ccntemn'd, 

J      Than  ftill  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.  To  htivorj}, 
(The  lov.eft,  moft  aejedted  thing  of  fortune) 
Stands  ftill  in  cfperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  befi ; 
The  ivorji  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome  then. 
Thou  unfubftantial  air  that  I  embrace  ! 
The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  'WOrjif 
©wes  nothing  to  thy  blails. 

EnUr 
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Enter  Glo'fter,  led  by  an  old  man. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world  I 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  m.ake  us  hate  thee. 
Life  would  not  yield  to  *  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant. 
And  your  father's' tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Gl'o.  Away,  get  thee  away :  good  friend,  be  gcHe  j 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 
Thee  they  msy  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 
Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes  *, 
I  {tumbled  when  I  faw.     Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Meannefs  fecures  us,  and  our  meer  defefts 
Prove  our  ccmmcdities.     O  dear  fon  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath  ; 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  fay  I  had  eyes  again. 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 
Edg.  O  Gods !  who  is't  can  fay  I'm  at  the  worft  ^ 
I'm  worfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tow. 
Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :  the  worft  is  not. 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 
Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 
Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 
Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 
Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg,   ■ 
I'th'  laft  night's  ftorm  I  fuch  a  fellow  Jaw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm.     My  fon 
Came  then  into  mv  mind,  and  yst  my  mmi 
Was  th^n  fcarce  friends  with  him.     I've  heard  more  fince. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  Gods^j 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Ed^.  Haw  fhould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  trade  muft  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 
Anguifhing't  felf  and  others.— 'Blefs  thee,  mafter  ! 

•  Tteld  to  (igniRes  no  more  than  g'.rje  ic.y  to,  jink,  '-'■'<"■'  '"  OP* 
polTtioH  to  Ike  pm^li^g  vith,  btaring  u^  c^ninji  the  uifirir.irie;  of 
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GIo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow. 
Old  Man.  Ay,  my  Lord. 
GIo.  Get  thee  away  :  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
I'th'  way  tovr^dDcver,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  foul. 
Whom  I'll  intreat  to  lead  me. 
Old  Man.  Alack,  Sir,  he  is  mad. 
GIo.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead  thebiiflii  i 
Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure  j 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will,  [Exit, 

GIo.  Sirrah,  you,  naked  fellow. 

Edg,  Poor  Tom's  a-cold.  I  cannot  dally  further,  [jifde* 
GIo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft :  [Afide, 

'Blefs  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

G!$.  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 
Edg.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path  :  poor 
Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  hij  good  wits.  'Blefs  thee, 
good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend.  Five  fiends  have  been  in 
poor  Tom  at  once  j  of  luft,  as  Obidicut ;  Hobbtdiden,  Prince 
of  dumbncfs  j  Mahu,  of  ftealing  ;  Mohu,  of  murder  5 
Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and  mowing  j  who  fince  pof- 
iefles  cham,bcr-maid!  and  waiting-women. 

GIo.  Here  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heaven's  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes.     That  I  am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier :  heavens,  deal  fo  ftill ! 
Let  the  fuperfluous,  and  luft- dieted  man. 
That  braves  your  ordinance,   that  will  not  fee 
Btcaufe  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly: 
So  diftribution  ftiould  undo  excefs. 
And  each  man  have  enough.     Do'ft  thou  know  Dovtr  f 
Edg.  Ay,  mafter. 

CIo.  There  is  a  cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brira  oi  it. 
And  I'll  repair  the  mifery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me:  from  that  place 
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J  iKall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  tKy  arm  j 
Poor  Tom  fliall  lead  thee.  [£xra;y. 

SCENE     II.       The  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace, 

Enter  Gonerill  and  Baftard. 
Gon.  Welcome,  my  Lord.     I  marvel  our  mild  huibani 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Efiier  Steward. 
Now,  where's  your  mafter  ? 

Steiv.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  fo  chang'd : 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
He  fmil'd  at  it.     I  told  him  you  were  coming, 
His  anfwer  was,  the  worfe.     Of  Glofterz  treachery 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  ion  , 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  fot, 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out. 
What  moft  he  fliould  diilike,  feems  pleafant  to  him  ; 
What  like,   offenfive. 

Gon.  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further.  \To  Edmund, 

It  is  the  cowifli  terror  of  his  fpirit 
That  dares  not  undertake :  he'll  not  feel  wrong? 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer  ;  that  our  wiHes 
On  th'  way  may  prove  effefts,  hack,  to  my  brother, 
Haften  his'mufters,  and  condua  his  powers. 
I  muft  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diftaff 
Into  my  hufband's  hands.     This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us  :  you  ere  long  ihali  hear. 
If  you  dare  v&nture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  miflrefs's  command.     Wear  •  this  j    [Gives  him  a  ri^g.j 

fpare  fneech  ; 
Decline  your  head,  this  kifs,  if  it  durfT:  fpeak. 
Would  fl  retch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air : 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Bafi.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 
Gor..  My  moft  dear  Gio'Jier  !  [Exit  Baftard. 

Oh,  the  ftrange  difference  of  man,  and  man  ! 
To  thee  aworr.an's  ferviccsare  due, 
Mv  fool  ufurps  my  body, 

St.tM.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord, 

O  ^  Snter 
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Enter  Albany, 
Con,  I  have  been  worth  the  whiftle. 
Jib.  QhGoneriU, 
You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face. — I  fear  your  difpofition. 
That  nature  which  contemns  its  origine. 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itfelf  j 
She  that  her  felf  will  fliver  and  dif-branch 
From  her  maternal  fap,  perforce  muft  wither^ 
And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gon.  No  more,  'tis  foolilh. 

A!b.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile ; 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Moft  barb'rou?,  moft  degenerate,  have  you  maddad, 
Cou'd  my  good  brother  fuft'er  you  to  do  it, 
A  man,  a  Prince  by  him  fo  benefited  ? 
If  that  the  heav'n  do  not  their  vifible  fpirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  offences. 
Humanity  mufl:  perforce  prey  on  itfelf 
Like  monfters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man  ! 
Tiiat  bear'll  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering :  that  not  know'ft 
Fools  do  thofe  villains  pity  who  are  puniih'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifchief.     Where's  thy  drum  ? 
Francs  fpreads  his  banners  in  our  noifelefs  land, 
With  plujned  helm  the  flayer  begins  his  threats ; 
Whilft'  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fit'ft  ftill  and  cry'ft 
Alack  !  why  does  he  fo  ? 

Alh.  See  thy  feif,  devil : 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
S»  horrid  as  in  woman, 

Gon,  Oh  vain  fool ! 

Enttr  a  Mejfcnger. 

Mef.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  CornivaWi  dead. 
Slain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glofier, 

M,  CWfier'z  eyes  ? 

Mef, 
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Mef,  A  Servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  z€t  j  bending  his  fword 
To'his  great  mafter  ;  who  thereat  enrag'd. 
Flew  on  him  5  they  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead. 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke  which  fince 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  fhews  you  are  above, 
You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.     But  O  poor  Clofier  ! 
Loft  he  his  other  eye  i* 

Mtf.  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 
This  letter.  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwer : 
*Tis  from  your  fifter. 

Gen.  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Glo'fter  with  her. 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life.     Another  way 
The  news  is  not  fo  tart.     I'll  read,  and  anfwer.       lExJt^ 
M.  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes , 
Mej.  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 
Alb.  He's  not  here. 

Mef.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 
Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ?  -  a  v 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  'twas  he  inform'd  againft  him, 
And  quit  the  houle  of  purpofe,  that  their  puniihment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Glo'fter,  I  hve 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  ihew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.     Come  hither,  frieij^l. 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  kn«w'ft.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     HI.       Dover. 
Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 
Kent.  The  King  of  France  fo  fuddenly  gone  back  ! 
Know  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfeft  in  the  ftate, 
Which  fmce  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of,  which 
Imports  the  kingdom  fo  much  fear  snd  danger, 
That  his  return  was  moft  requir'd  and  necelTary. 
Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  General  ? 
Oent,  The  Marefchal  of  France,  Monficur  U  Far.- 

Kenf, 
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Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  demon- 
ft  rati  on  of  grief? 

Cent.  I,  Sir,  fhe  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  prefence. 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek :  it  feem'd  /he  was  a  Queen 
<Jver  her  paflion,  which  moft  rebel-hke 
Sought  to  be  King  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  then  it  mov'd  her. 

Gent,  But  not  to  rage.     Patience  and  forrow  {Irove 
Which  fhould  exprefs  her  goodlieft  ;  you  have  feen 
Sun-fliine  and  rain  at  once.     Thofe  happy  fmiles 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  feem'd  not  to  know 
What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes,  which  parted  thence. 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt — in  brief, 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moft  belov'd, 
If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  fhe  no  verbal  quofls  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  once  or  twice  fhe  heav'd  the  name  of  Father 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  preft  her  heart. 
Cry'd,  fifters!  fifters !  what?  i'th'  ftorm  of  night? 
Let  Pity  ne'er  believe  it !  there  fhe  fliook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heav'nly  ej  es, 
And  then  retir'd,  to  deal  with  grief  alone, 

Kent.  The  ftars  above  us  govern  our  conditions  ; 
Xlfe  one  felf-mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  diff'rent  iffues.     Spoke  you  with  her  fince .' 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  King  return'd  ? 

Gent.  No,  fince. 

Kent.  The  poor  diftrefled^Lsc^r  is  in  town. 
Who  fometimes  in  his  better  tune  rem.embers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A  fov'reign  fhame  fo  bows  him  :  his  unkindneff , 

That  ftript  her  from  his  benediilion,  turn'd  her 

To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 

To  his  dog-hearted  daughters  5  thefe  things  fling  him 

So  venomoufly,  that  burning  fhairie  detains  him 

from  h.is  Cwd-.Uat 

Genti 
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-  Cent.  Alack  poor  gentleman ! 
Kent.  OfAlbanfs  and  CcrmuaWs  pow'rs  you  heard  not  ? 
Gent.  'Tis  fo,  they  are  a-foot. 
Kent.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  bring  you  to  our  mafter  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.     Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  a  while  :  _ 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  fhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.     Pray,  along  with  me. 

[Extuiitt 
SCENE    rV.     A  Camp. 
Unter  Cordelia,  Phyfician  and  Soldiers. 
Or.  Alack,  'tis  he  ;  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  fea,  finging  aloud, 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumitory,  and  furrow-weeds, 
With  burdocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckow-flowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaining  corn.     Send  forth  a  cent'ry. 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.     What  can  man's  wifdoBl 
In  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  fenfe  ? 
He  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Fhyf.  There  are  means,  Madam  : 
Our  fofter  nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe. 
The  which  he  lacks  j  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  fimples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  bleft  fecrets. 
All  you  unpublifh'd  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  with  my  tears  j  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diftrefs !  feek,  feek  for  him. 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  difTolve  the  hfe 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Mejffenger, 
Mef.  News,  Madam : 
The  Britijh  pow'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  Tis  known  before.     Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expeftation  of  them.     O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about : 
Therefore  great  France  my  important  tears  hath  pitied. 

No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 

But 
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But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right  ; 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    V.     Regan'5  Palace. 
Enter  Regan  and  Steward, 

Reg.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  fet  forth  ? 

Stew.  Ay,  Madam. 

Reg.  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 

Stew.  With  much  ado. 
Your  fifter  is  the  better  foldier, 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lady  at  home  ? 

Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg,  What  might  import  my  filler's  letter  to  him? 

Steiv.   I  know  not,  Lady, 

Reg.  Faith,  he  is  pefted  hence  on  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ign' ranee,  Glo^Jler''s  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live  ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againft  us :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone. 
In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life:  moreover,  to  defcry 
The  Itrength  o'th'  enemy. 

Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him.  Madam,  with  my  letter, 

Reg.  Our  troops  fet  forth  to-morrow  :  ftay  with  us  : 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Stetv.  I  may  not,  Madam  ; 
My  Lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  bufinefs. 

Reg.  Why  fhould  fhe  write  to  Edmund'/  might  not  you 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word  of  mouth  ? 
Something  -  I  know  not  what — I'll  love  thee  much 
Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  had  rather — ■ 
Reg.  I  know  your  Lady  do's  not  love  her  hufband, 
I'm  fure  of  that ;  and  at  her  late  being  here 
She  gave  ftrange  ceiliads,  and  moft  fpeaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmund.     I  know  you're  of  her  bofom. 

Stew.  I,  Madam  ? 

Reg,  I  fpeak  in  underftandlng  :  you  are  j  I  know't ; 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  note. 
My  Lord  is  dead  j  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd. 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 
Than  for  your  Lady's :  you  may  gather  more; 
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If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  liim  this ; 

And  when  your  Miftrel's  hears  thus  much  from  you, 

I  pray,  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor. 

Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Stezv.  Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam,  I  ihould  fhew 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     The  Country  near  Dover. 
Enter  Glo'fter,  and  Edgar  as  a  Peafant. 
Glo.  When  fhall  I  come  to  th'top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.     Look  how  we  labour, 
Gh.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even, 
Edg,  Horrible  fteep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 
Glo.  No  truly,  flot. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfe£t 
By  your  eyes  anguifh. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed. 
Methinks  thy  voice  is  altered,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceived  :  in  nothing  am  I  chang  d 
But  in  mv  garments. 

Glo.  Sure  you're  better  fpoken.  [feartui 

Edg.  Come  on,  Sir,  here's  the  place— ftand  ftill.    How 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low  ! 
The  crows  and  ch  ushs,  that  wing  the  midway  air. 
Shew  fcai-ce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.     Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire ;  dreadful  trade  ! 
Methinks    he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fiiher-men  that  walk  upon  the  beach 
Appear  like  mice  5  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Dlminiih'd  to  her  cock  5  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.     The  murmunng  furge. 
That  on  th'  unnumbr:d  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.     I'll  look  no  more. 
Left  my  brain  turn  ?nd  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand  ;  you're  now  Within  a  *oot 
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Of  th'  cxtream  verge  :  for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  not  I  leap  outright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand  : 
Here,  friertd,  's  another  purfe.  In  it  a  Jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.     Fairies  and  Gods 
Profpcr  it  with  thee  !  Go  thou  further  off. 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going, 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir  !  [Seems  to  go, 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair. 
Is  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  Gods ! 
This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affli£lion  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills, 
My  fnuff  and  loithed  part  of  nature  fhould 
Burn  it  felf  out.     If  Edgar  hve,  O  blefs  him ! 
Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well !       [He  leaps  and  falls  along. 

Edg.  Good  Sir,  farewel ! 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treafury  of  life,  when  life  it  felf 
Yields  to  the  theft.     Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 
By  this  had  thought  been  paft.— Alive  or  dead  ? 
Hoa,  you.  Sir  1  friend  !  hear  you.  Sir  ?  fpeak ! 
Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed — yet  he  revives. 
What  are  you.  Sir  ? 

Gh.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had' ft  thou  been  ought  but  Gofs'mer,  feathcrS;  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'dft  fhiver'd  like  an  egg  :  but  thou  doft  breathe. 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed' ft  not  j  fpeak,  art  found  ? 
Ten  mafts  attacht  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fall'n. 
Thy  life's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again, 
Glo.  But  have  1  fall'n,  or  no  ? 
Edg.  From  the  dread  fummit  of  this  chalky  borne ! 
Look  up  a  height,  the  ftirill-gorg'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  i  do  but  look  up. 
Glo.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. 
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Is  vk-retchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death  ?  'twas  yet  Ibme  comfort, 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 
Edg.  Give  me  your  arm. 
Xt^^  ib— how  is't  ?  feel  you  your  legs  ?  you  ftand. 
Gh,  Too  well,  too  well. 
Ed?.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs. 
Upon"the  crown  o'  th'  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

do.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 
Edj.  As  I  ftood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were'^t^vo  full  moons  ;  he  had  a  thcufjind  nofes. 
Horns  whelk'd  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  fea  : 
Jt  was  fome  fiend.     Therefore,  thou  happy  father. 
Think  that  the  clearelt  Gods,  who  make  them  honour3 
Of  men's  impcffibilities,  have  prefcrv'd  thee. 

Gio.  I  do  remember  now  :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
Affiiclion,  'till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf,  , 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.     That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 
I  tock  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  fay 
The  /icnd,  the  fiend —  he  led  me  to  that  place, 

Eds;.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 
SCENE     VII.     Enter  Lear,  dreji  madly  'witbjloioeri. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 
The  faler  fenfe  would  ne'er  accommodate 
His  mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coyning,  I  am  the 
K  ng  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight ! 

Lc'ar.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpea.  There's  your 
prefs-mony.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a  crow- 
keeper  :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.    Look,  look,  a  rnoule  ! 

P^ace,  peace,  this  piece  of  toafted  cheefe  will  do't 

t'nere's  my  gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant.    Bririg  up  the 
brown  bU'ls.    O,  well  flown,  barb !  i'th'  elout,  i'tii'  clout: 
hcwgh.     Give  the  word. 
^Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 
hear,  Pafs. 

,    do,  I  know  that  veke, 
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do.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear.  Oh  he,  are  yoa  there  with  me  ?  no  eyes  In  yoor 
Jiead,  nor  mony  in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes  are  in  heavy  cafe, 
your  purfe  in  a  h'ght,  yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this  world 
goes  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  j  fee  how  yond 
Jaftiee  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Hark  in  thine  ear  : 
change  places,  and  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  Juftice,  which 
is  the  thief  ?  thou  haft  feen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a. beggar. 

Glo.  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur:  there  thou 
might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  authority  j  a  dog's  obeyM 
IH  office. 

Thou  rafcal  bedel,  hold  tliy  bloody  hand  : 
Why  doft  thou  laH-t  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy  own  back. 
Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind, 
Por  which  thou  whipp'ft  her.  Th'  ufurer  hangs  the  cozener* 
Through  tatter'd  cloath?  fmall  vices  do  appear} 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.     Plate  fins  with  gold. 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaks  ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  I  fay,  none,  I'll  abfolve  'em  ; 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow'r 
To  feal  th'  accufer's  lips.     Get  thee  glafs  eyes. 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feera 
To  fee  the  things  thou  doft  not. 
Now,nov.-,  now,  now.  Pull  oft'my  boots :  harder,  harder^  fov 

Edg.  O  matter  and  impertinency  i^ixt, 
Reafon  in  madnefs ! 

Leer,  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes* 
I  know  thee  v/ell  enough,   thy  name  is  Glo'fter  j 
Thou  maft  be  pati  'nt ;  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air 
We  wawie  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee  :  mark——* 
Gh.  Alack,  alack  the  day  I 

Lear.  When  vf^  arc  bom,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  ftagc  of  fools, — This  a  good  block  !— 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  ftioe 
A  troop  ot  horfe  with  Felt ;  I'll  put't  in  proof  j 
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Lear.  Ha  !  Gonerill !  haJi,  Regan  !  they  flattered  ir« 
like  a  dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere 
the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  ay,  and  no,  to  eveiy 
thing  that  I  faid— Ay  and  no  too,  was  no  good  divrnit^'. 
When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  wind  to  make 
me  chatter  j  when  the  thunder  would  not  peace  at  my 
bidding,  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  men  o'  their  words ;  they  told  me  I  was 
every  thing,  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

GIo.  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember :  is  t 
not  the  King  ? 

Lear,  Ay,  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  the  fubjeft  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.     What  was  thy  caufe  ? 
Adultery  ?  thou  fiialt  not  die  j  die  for  adultery  ?  no,  the 
wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  fly  does  letcher  in  my 
fight.     Let  copulation  thrive:    for  Glo'/er^   baftard-foa 
was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters  got  'tween  th« 
lawful  (heets.     To't,  luxury,  peU-mell  5  for  I  lack  loidi- 
en.     Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whofe  face  'tween  nsr 
forks  prefages  fnow ;   that  minces  virtue,  and  does  fliake 
the  head  to  hear  of  pleafure's  name.     The  fitchew,  nor 
the  foyled   horfe  goes  to't  with  a  more  riotous  appetite  : 
down  from  the  wafte  they  are  centaurs,  though  women  all 
above;  but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  i* 
all  the  fiends.    There's  hell,  there's  daiknefs,  there  is  the 
fulphurous  pit,  burning,  fc:lding,  ftench,  confumptioi? :  £?, 
fie,  fie  j  pah,  pah  j  give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,    good  apo- 
thecary, to  fweeten  my  imagination  !  there's  mony  for  the?. 
Glo.  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 
Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firfl,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 
do.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  !  this  great  v^orld 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  nought,     Doft  thou  know  me? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  ey«9  well  enough  :  ioH  thca 
fquint  at  me  ?  no,  do  thy  worft,  blind  CufiJ,  I'll  not  love 
Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  oi  it, 
CIo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report  j  ["i^'^'' 

It  is,  and  my  heart  breaks  iii  it,  • 

JLear,  Read,  ... 

Gift 
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And  wben  I've  ftol'n  upon  ihc{e  fons-in-Iaw, 

Then  kiJl,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

SCENE   VIII.     Enter  a  Gentkmany  lo'ith  j^auUfttt. 

Gent.  O,  here  he  iSj  lay  hand  upon  him  j  Sir, 
Your  moft  dear  daughter — 

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  evea 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune,     Ufa  me  well. 
You  fhall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  furgcons, 
I  am   cut  to  tlr  brains. 

Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  my  fclf  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  faltj 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden-water-pots. 
And  laying  autumn's  dv:ft.     I  will  die  bravely. 
Like  a  fmug  bridegroom.     What?  I  will  be  javial: 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.    My  Maftcrs,  know  you  Jat  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.     Come,  an  you  get  it. 
You  fliall  get  it  by  running :  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  \^Exi:» 

Gent.  A  fight  moft  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.     Thou  haft  a  daughter 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

E(Ig.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you  :  what's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought.  Sir,  of  a  battel  toward  > 

Gent.  Moft  fure,  and  vulgar  :  every  one  Ixearss  tliat. 
Which  can  diftinguiih  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  arm.y  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  defoy 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufs;  is  here. 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on.  [jUxst. 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  Gods,  take  my  breath  from  ms  5 
Let  not  my  worfer  fpirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe  ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

^lo.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  arc  you  ? 
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EJr-  ^  "^°^^  poorman,   made  tame  to  fortune's  blows. 
Who  by  the  art  of  knowing  and  feeling  forrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
rii  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

GIo.  Hearty  thanks  ; 
The  bounty  and  the  benizon  of  heav'n 

To  boot ! 

SCENE    IX.     Enter  Steward, 
Ste-iv.  A  proclaim' d  prize  !  this  is  moft  happy  I 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firft  fram'd  flefh  -- 
To  rr.ife  my  fortunes.     Old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember  ;  the  fword  is  out 
That'muft  deftroy  thee. 

Gle,  Let  thy  friendly  hand 
Pat  ftrcngth  enough  to  it. 

StcWf  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Par' ft  thou  fupport  a  publifh'd  traitor  ?  hence, 
l^i!  that  tlvinfefiion  cf  his  fortune  take 
t,ike  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Eiig.  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther  \zCion, 
Stciv.  Let  go,  flave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 
EJg^  Good  gentleman,  go  ycur  gate,  and  let  poor  voile 
oafs  :  an  'chud  ha'  heen  zwagger'd  out  of  my  life,  *twould 
rot  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come 
cot  near  th'  old  man  :  keep  out,  che  vor'ye,  or  ice  try 
whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  bs  the  harder  j  chill  be 
plain  with  you. 

Steiv.  Out,  dunghill !    . 

E'lfT'  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir !  come,  no  matter  vor 
ycur  foyns.  "  [Edgar  kr.ocks  him  doivti, 

Stc'Tv.  Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me  :  villain,  take  my  purfe  5 
If  ever  thoti  wilt  thrive,   bury  m.y  body. 
And  give  the  letters  which  thou  fmd'ft  about  me 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glojier  :  feck  him  out  _ 

On  rh'  Er.gl'p  party.     Oh  untimely  death,——      iDiet, 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  fer^iceable  villain], 
As  dirteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 
A«  badnefs  would  defire. 
Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 
Edp.  Sit  you  down,  father :  refl  youj^ 
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Let's  fee  thefe  pockets  ;  the  letters  that  he  fpeaks  of 
May  be  my  friends :  he's  dead  j  I'm  only  forry 

He  had  no  other  deathfman.     Let  us  fee 

By  your  leave,  gentle  wax and  manners  blame  us  not  : 

To  know  our  enemies  minds  we  rip  their  hearts. 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter. 
Let  our  reciprocal  voivs  be  remembrcd.  You  have  maty 
opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  loiU  'want  acf,  tiine 
4ind  place  ivill  be  fruitfully  offer  d.  Inhere  is  nothing  done 
if  he  return  the  conqueror.  Then  am  I  the  prifmerj  arA 
his  bed  my  goal ;  from  the  loathed  toarmth  lohereof  ddivcr 
me  J  andjtipply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Tour  (it-'ifcy  fo  I  ivouldfay)  affeSknate 
Servant,  Gonerill. 
Oh  undiftinguifli'd  fpace  of  woman's  will  I  * 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband's  life. 
And  the  exchange  my  brother.     Here,  i'th'  fands 
Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfandlified 
Of  murth'rous  letchers  :  and  in  mature  time. 
With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-praftis'd  Duke  :  for  him  'tis  well. 
That  of  thy  death  and  bufmefs  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  King  is  mad  ;  how  ftifF  is  my  vile  fenfe. 
That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrcws  !  better  I  were  diftrad. 
So  /hould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs, 

[Drum  afar  off. 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofc 
The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hftnd  : 
.Far  off  methinks  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  I'll  beftow  you  with  a  friend.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    X.     A  Chamber. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  andPbyfcian. 
■     €or.  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  fhall  I  live  and  work 
To  match  thy  gocdnefs  ?  life  will  be  too  fhort, 

•  Meaninj^,  th;ic  the  variptlons  in  it  are  Te  fudien,  anJ  the;r 
liking  and  loathing  follow  fo  qiiick  upon  e«ch  other,  t"4«£  ia&^a 

*^  ■     .  V  An^ 
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KtA  ev'ry  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent,  To  be  acknowledg'd,  Madam,  is  overpaid  j 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modcft  truth, 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited  ; 
rhefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfcr  hours  : 
[  pr'ythee,  put  them  off. 

Kertr.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to-  be  known  fhortens  my  made  intent  ; 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
*TilI  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  it  fo,  r^    ,    -n?   r  ' 

My  Lord.— How  does  the  King  ?  [To  ihe  Pbyf.aM», 

Phyf.  Madam,  fleeps  ftill. 
Cor.  O  you  kind  Gods  \ 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  hi?  abufed  nature, 
Th'  untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes  O  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father  1 
Phf,  Pleafe  your  Maiefly, 
That%ve  may  wake  the  King  '  He  hath  flept  long. 
Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  procce* 
r  th'  fway  of  your  own  will :  is  he  arravM  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  chair,  carried  by  Servants.. 
Phyf.  Ay,  Madam  5  in  the  heavinef?  of  fleep, 
We  put  frelli  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  5 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father!  Reftauration  Inn; 
Her  medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  this  kils 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fifter? 
Have  in  thy-Fe.verence  made  ! 

Kent.  Kind  ahd  dear  Princefs  !  ,  .     «  1 

Cor.  Had  you  hot  been  their  father,  tliefe  white  fiakes 
Did  challckge^ty  of  them.     Was  this  face 
To  be  exposM  againft  the  warring  v/inds  ? 
Mine  enemy's  dog,  though  he  had  bit  me,  fhou'd 
Have  ftood  that  night  againft  my  fire  :  and  waft 
Thou  fain,  poor  father,  to  hovel  thee  with  fwins 
And  rogues  forlorn,  in  fhort  and  mufty  ftraw  ? 
Ala^>  'tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits. 
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At  once,  had  not  concluded  all.     He  wakes, 
Speak  to  him, 

Pbyf.  Madam,   do  you  fpeak,  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  Lord  ?  how  fares  your  Majeftr? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  oiit  o'th'  grave  j 
Thou  art  a  foul  in  blifc,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,   do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 

Cor.   Stil,  ftill,  far  wide 

Phyf,  He's  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ?  fair  day-light? 
I'm  much  abus'd  j  I  fhould  cv'n  die  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thug.     I  know  not  what  j 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  hands :  let's  feCj, 
I  feel  this  pin  prick :  would  I  were  aflur'd 
Of  my  condition. 

Ccr.  O  look  on  me.  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benediftion  o*«r  me. 
No,  Sir,  you  muft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  ; 
I  am  a  very  fooli/h  fond  old  man,  ' 

fourfcore  and  upward,  and  to  deal  plainly  with  yo«j 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfedl  mind. 
Methinks  I  fliould  know  you,  and  know  this  maa. 
Yet  1  am  doubtful :  for  I'm  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  flcill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments  j  nay,  I  know  rot 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me. 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  Lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

C«r.  And  fo  I  am ;  I  am 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  yes,  'faith;  Ipray  you,wC«p  aot* 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it ; 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me  ;  for  your  fifter* 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  none. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 
Lffir,  Am  I  in  France  ? 

KeitK 
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Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom.  Sir. 
Lear.  Do  Aot  abufe  me. 

Vhyf.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam ;  the  great  rage 
You  I'ee  is  cur'd :   defire  him  te  go  in. 
And  trou^ble  him  no  more  'till  further  fetthng. 
Cor.  Will't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk  ? 
Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me  j  ■ 

pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive, 

I  am  old  and  fooli/h.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    V.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE     A  Camp. 
Enter  Baftard,  Regan,  Gentlemen  and  Soldiers, 
Bad.  T^  Now  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold, 
i^_  Or  whether  fmce  he  is  advis'd  by  ought. 
To  change  the  courfe  ?  he's  full  of  alteration. 
And  felf -reproving :  bring  his  conftant  pleafure, 
Reg,  Our  fifter's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd, 
Bafl.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  Madam. 
Reg.  Now,  fweet  Lord, 
You  know  the  goodncfs  I  intend  upon  you  : 
Ttil  me  but  ti'uly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  Icr/e  my  fifter  ? 
Bafi.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 
Baji.  No,  by  mine  honour, 
^t^.  I  never  fhall  endure  her  j  dear  my  Lord, 
Be  not  famihar  with  her. 

BaJi.  Fear  not;  /he  and  the  Duke  her  hufband — — ' 

Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  and  Soldiers. 
Jllb.  Our  very  loving  filler,  well  be  met : 
Sir,  this  I  heard,   the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honeft 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  bufinefs. 
It  toucheth  us  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds  to  th'  King,  with  others,  whom  I  fear 
Moll  juft  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe, 
Reg.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 
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C»n.  Combine  together  ""gainft  the  enemy  ; 
For  thefe  domeftick  and  particular  broils 
Are  nor  the  queftion  here. 

j^li.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'  Ancients  of  vixr 
On  our  proceeding, 

Jieg.  Siflcr,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 

Con,  No. 

J^eg.  It  is  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us. 

C0n.  Oh  ho,  I  know  the  riddJe,  I  will  go.  f^yaff.l  fEja- 
S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Manet  Albany.      JEnter  Edgar  difguis'd. 

Edg.  If  e'er  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

j^b.  I'll  overtake  you : fpeak. 

Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battel,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  vid'ry,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  fcen% 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  mifcarry,  , 

Your  bufinefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end,  i 

And  machination  ceafes.     Fortune  love  you! 

j^lb.  Stay  'till  I've  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  \Ei(k^ 

^Ib,  Why,  fare  thee  well ;  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper. 
Enter  Baitard. 

Baft.  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers. 
Hard  is  the  guefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces. 
By  diligent  difcovery  j  but  yojar  hafte 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you, 

4lb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  TE^dt^ 

SCENE    III. 

Baft,  To  both  thefe  fifters  have  I  fworn  my  love  : 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,   as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  /haJl  I  take  ? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  neither  can  be  cnjoy*d^ 
If  both  remain  alive  :  to  take  the  widow, 
JExafperates,  makes  mad  her  fifter  Gomrill^ 
And  hardly  fliall  I  carry  out  ;ny  iide. 

Hoc 
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J?er  hu/feand  heing  alive.     Now  then,  we'll  ufe 

His  countenance  for  the  battel  j  which  being  done. 

Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devife 

His  fpeedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 

Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cerde/ia, 

The  battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 

They  ihall  ne'er  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  flatc 

Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  (Exif, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.     j4  Field. 
Aiixrmn  ivitbin.     Enter  nvitb  drum  and  colours,  Lear,  Cor- 
delia, and  Soldiers  over  thejiagey  and  exeunt. 
Enter  Edgar  and  Glo'fter. 
Edg,  Here,  father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoft  j  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive  s 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort, 

CIo.  Grace  be  with  ycu,  Sir  !  [Exit  Edgar, 

[Alarum  and  retreat  ivitbin, 
R'-entir  Edgar. 
Edg.  Away,  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away  3 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en, 
Givfe  me  thy  hand.     Come  on. 

G/c.  No  further.  Sir:  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 
Edg,  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ;  men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  ev"n  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripenefs  is  all;  come  on. 

C:3.  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    V.     A  Camp. 
Er.ter  Bafbrd  j  Lear  a7:d  Cordelia  as  prijoners  j  Scldiers, 
w  Captain, 

W    Bali.   Some  officers  taJce  them  av/ay  ;  good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  plsafures  firft  be  known 
That  are.  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We're  not  the  firft,  -  - 

Who  with  bell  meaning  have  incurr'd  the  worft  : 
For  thee,  oppieOed  King,  I  am  caft  down. 
My  ic-lf  could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fifters  ? 

Le:zr.  No,  BO,  no,  no  ;  come,  let's  away  to  prifon  ; 
Wi  f.vo  alons  will  iljng  like  birds  i'th'  cage  : 

When 
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When  thou  doft  a/k  me  blefling,  I'll  kneel  down 
And  aik  of  thee  forgivenefs  :  fo  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  f.nd  ling,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies  j  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  Court-news,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, 
"Who  lofes,  and  v/ho  wins :  who's  in,  who's  out : 
And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.     And  we'll  wear  oulv- 
In  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  fe£ls  of  great  ones 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  moon, 
Baji.  Take  them  away. 
Lear.  Upon  fuch  facrifkes,  my  Cordelia, 
The  Gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.    Have  I  raught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us  Ihall  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n. 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes ;  wipe  thine  eye. 
The  goujeres  /hall  devour  them  flefh  and  fell, 
"Ere  they  fhall  make  us  weep  ;  we'll  fee  'em  ftarv'd  lirfl:. 
Come.  \^Ex£.  Lear  and  Cordelia,  guarded. 

BaJi.  Come  thou  hither,  captain,  hark.     {JVbiJpcnng. 
Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon. 
One  ftep  I  have  advanced  thee  ;  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftru£ls  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Do's  not  become  a  fword  ;  my  great  imploymcnt 
Will  not  bear  queflion  ;  either  fay  thou'lt  do'r. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 
Capt.  ril  do't,  my  Lord. 

BaJi.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou'ft  done, 
Mark,  I  fay  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  hav«  fet  it  down.  [Exit  Captain^ 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
2tf  him.  Enter  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  and  Soldiers, 
Alb.  Sir,  you  have  fhew'd  to-day  your  valiant  flraii*. 
And  fortu  e  led  you  well  :  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  oppofites  of  this  day's  ftrife  : 
3  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  ufe  ,them. 
As  we  fhall  find  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine,  .  ' 

Bali,  I  thouskt  fic     " 

T« 
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To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King 

To  fome  retention  and  appointed  guard  ; 

Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whofe  title  more. 

To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  hi^  fide. 

And  turn  our  own  imprell  launces  in  bur  eyes 

Which  do  command  them.     With  him  I  fent  the  Queen, 

My  reafon  all  the  fame  j  and  they  are  ready 

To-morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t'  appear 

Where  we  fiiall  hold  our  feflion. 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjedl  of  this  war,  \ 

Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks  our  pfeafure  might  have  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.     He  led  our  pow'rs. 
Bore  the  commiffion  of  my  place  and  perfcn. 
The  which  immediate  may  well  ftand  up. 
And  call  itfelf  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  fo  hot : 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf^ 
More  than  in  your  advancement, 

Reg.  In  my  right, 
By  me  invefted,  he  compeers  the  beft. 

Alb.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fhould  hulhand  you, 

Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gin.  Holla,  holla  I 
That  eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a-fquint. 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  anfwer 
From  a  full  flowing  ftomach.     General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  they  all  are  thine  : 
Witnefs  the  world  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  Lord  and  mafter. 

Gon,  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb.  The  lett  alone  lyes  not  in  your  good  will, 

Baji.  Nor  in  thine,  Lord. 

^41b.  Half-blcoded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg,  Let  the  drum  ftiike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 

[To  the  Baft,     Thej  offer  to  go  cut^ 

Vol.  IV.  Q^  ^% 
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^h.  Stay :  hear  my  reafon  :  Edmund,  I  arrefl  thet 
On  capital  treafon,  and  in  thy  arreft, 
This  gilded  ferpent  j  for  your  claim,  fair  fifter, 
I  bar  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife  ; 
'Tis  flie  is  fub-contrafted  to  this  Lord, 
And  I  her  hufband  contradift  your  banes. 
If  you  \vill  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me. 
My  Lady  is  bcfpoke. 
Gon.  An  enterlude ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  armM,  Glo'Jlery  let  the  trumpet  found  ; 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons, 
There  is  my  pledge :  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart, 
Ire  I  tafte  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim' d  thee. 

Reg.  Sick,  O  fick 

Con.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  truft  poifon.  [yljide» 

Baji.  There's  my  exchange  ;  what  in  the  world  he  ia 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies  j 
Call  by  the  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach. 
On  him,  on  you,  (whom  not  ?)  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly, 

Jib.  A  iKrald,  ho ! 
Trufl:  to  thy  fingle  virtues;  for  thy  foldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

[Exit  Regan. 
SCENE     VII.      Entei'  a  Herald. 
Come  hither,  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found. 
And  read  out  this,  \Atrumftt  ^oundi. 

"Herald  reads. 

If  any  vnan  of  quality  or  degree  ivithin  the  lijis  of  the 

army,  ivill maintain  upon  lE.dm\ind  fhppcfed  Earl  cfG\6'ii&T, 

that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor y  let  him  appear  by  the  third founa 

cfthe  trumpet :  he  is  bold  in  his  defence.  l  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  2  trumpn. 

Her,  Again,  3  trumptt, 

[Trumpet  anfwers  him  ivithiyi. 

Ehter 
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ETiter  Edgar  armed. 
Alh.  Aik  him  his  purpofes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'*th'  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg,  Know,  my  name  is  loft. 
By  treafon's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit  j 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

j^b.  Which  is  that  adverfary  ? 

Edg,  What's  he  that  fpeaks  (or  Edmund "EatI  oiGlo'Jierf 
B^.  Himfelf ;  what  fay' ft  thou  to  him  ? 
Edg.  Draw  thy  fvvord, 
That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a  noble  heart. 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice ;  here  is  mine  : 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  my  profeflion.     I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
Spight  of  thy  viftor-fword,  and  fire-new  fortune. 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor  j 
Falfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 
Confpirant  'gainft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
y^nd  from  th'  extreameft  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  toad-fpotted  traitor.     Say  thou  no, 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  beft  fpirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  fpeak. 
Thou  lieft. 

Baft,  In  wifdom  I  fliould  afk  thy  name ; 
But  fince  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike. 
And  that  thy  tongue  fome  'fay  *  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  I  difdain  and  fpum  : 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head. 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'er-whelm  thy  heart. 
To  which,  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  fcarcely  bruifing) 
This  fv/ord  of  mine  ihall  give  them  inftant  way, 

f  Vrt)  for  ^^1  fome  flie\c  or  probability. 

Qjt  Where 
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Where  they /hall  reft  for  ever.  Trumpets,  fpeat. 

[Jlarum.    Fight.  Baftard/«//r. 
Gen.  Save  him,  Ofavehim;  this  is  pradtice,  Glo'Jier  3 
By  th'  law  of  war,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  ;  thou  art  not  vanquiHi'd, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame. 
Or  Avith  this  paper  fhall  I  ftop  it ; 
Thou  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil  : 
No  tearing,  Lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine  j 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ? 

Alb.  Monfter,  know'ft  thou 
This  paper  ? 

Gon.  Afk  me  not  what  I  do  know.  \Extt  Gon. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  /he's  dcfperate,  govern  her. 

SCENE    VIII. 
Baji.  What  you  have  chargM  me  with,  that  I  have  done. 
And  more,  much  more  5  the  time  will  bring  it  out, 
'Tis  pai\,  and  fo  am  I :  but  what  art  thou 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thouVt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  our  charity  : 
I  am  no  lefs  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund i 
If  more,  the  more  thou'ft  wrongM  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  fon. 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vice* 
Make  inftrumcnts  to  plague  and  punifti  us : 
The  daj^  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  gol;, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

BaJi.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true. 
The  v.hcel  is  come  full  circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Metliought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefie  ['To  Edgar^ 
A  royal  noblenefs  j  I  muft  embrace  thee  ; 
Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father, 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince, 
I  know  it  well. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  felf  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  ef  your  father  ? 

Edg, 
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Edg.  By  nurfing  them,  my  Lord.     Lift  a  brief  tale. 
And  whea  'tis  told,  O  that  my  heart  would  burft  ! 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  elcape 
That  follow' d  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnel^  ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  beat 
Rather  than  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  /hift 
Into  a  madman's  rags,  t'  affume  a  femblance 
The  very  dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  gems  new  loft  ;  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,  beg'd  fof  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpair. 
Never  (O  fault)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him, 
Until  fome  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd, 
Not  fure  though  hoping  of  this  good  fucccfs, 
I  afk'd  his  blefling,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage.     But  his  flaw'd  heart. 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflift  to  fupport, 
•Twixt  two  extreams  of  paflion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly, 

Bafl,  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, 
And  fhall  perchance  do  good  ;  but  fpeak  you  on. 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  lay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  held  it  in. 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diflblve. 
Hearing  of  this. 

SCENE    IX.     Enter  a  Gentleman^ 

Gent,  Help,  help  ! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help  ? 

Jtib.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  this  bleody  knife? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks,  it  came  even  from  the  heart 
Of O  !  fhe's  dead. 

Alb.  V/ho's  dead  r  fpeak,  man. 

Gent,  Your  Lady,  Sir,  your  Lady  ;  and  her  fifter 
By  her  is  poifon'd  !  fhe  confefles  it. 

Baji.  I  was  contrafted  to  them  both  j  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edgs  Here  comes  Kent^ 

<^3  Efit(r 
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Enter  Kent. 

Jflh,  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead, 

[Gonerill  and  Regan's  bodies  brought  9Ut, 
This  iudgment  of  the  heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble. 

Touches  us  not  with  pity. O  !  is  this  He  ? 

The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment  [To  Kent* 

Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  Mailer  aye  good  night  j 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot ! 
Speak,  Edmund,  where's  the  King  ?  and  where's  Cordelia  ? 
3ce'ft  thou  this  objeft,  Kent  ?  [Pointing  to  the  dead  bodies, 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Baji.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake. 
And  after  ilew  her  felf. 

yllb.  Even  fo ;  cover  their  faces, 

BaJi.  I  pant  for  Life  j  fome  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  fend 
(Be  brit^f)  into  the  caftle  j  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  Cordelia  : 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O  run,  make  hafte. 

Edg.  To  whom,  my  Lord  ?  who  has  the  office  ?  kni 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

BaJ}.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword. 
Give  it  the  captain 

Ed^.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life.  [Ex.  Mejfenger, 

Baji.  He  hath  commiffion  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  bfame  upon  her  own  defpair. 

Alb.  The  Gods  defend  her  !  bear  him  hence  a  while, 

[Baftard  is  born  of, 
S  C  E  N  E    X. 
Enter  Lear  ivitb  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms, 

lear^  Howl,  howl,  howl,howl,— O,you  are  men  of  ftone. 

Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'd  ufe  them  fo, 

Ihat  heaven's  vault  fliould  crack  ;  /he's  gone  for  ever ! 

I  know  when  ow  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  i 

She  s 
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She's  dead  as  earth  !  lend  me  a  looking-glafs. 
If  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  ftain  the  ItoJie, 
Why  then  Ihe  lives.    . 

Kent.    Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 

Lear.  This  feather  ftirs,  fhe  lives ;  if  it  be  fo. 
It  is  a  chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.  O  my  good  mafter  !  iKneelut^, 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  away 

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kent  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murth'rers,  traitors  all ! 
I  might  have  fav'd  lier ;  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever  ! 

Cordelia,  Cordelia,  ftay  a  little.      Ha  ! 

What  is't  thou  fay'ft  ?  her  voice  was  ever  foft. 
Gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman, 
I  kiird  the  flave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent^  'Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 
I've  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  ikip  :  I  am  old  now, 
^nd  thefe  fame  croffes  fpoil  me.     Who  are  ycu  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o'th'  beft.     I'll  tell  you  itrait. 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  tv.o  fhe  lov'd  and  hattJ, 
One  of  them  we  behold, 

Lear.  Are  you  not  Kent  ? 

Kent.  The  fame  j  your  fervant  Kent ; 
Where  is  your  fervant  Caiu%  f 

Lear.  'Twas  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that. 
He'd  ftrike,  and  quickly  too  :  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  man, 

Lear.  Y\\  fee  that  fcrait. 

Kent.  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay. 
Have  follow'd  your  fad  fteps. 
Lear,  You're  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  'Twas  no  man  elfe :  all  cheerlefs,  dark,  and  deadly : 
Your  eldeft  daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves. 
And  defp'rately  are  dead. 
Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  think. 

/ilb.  He  knows  not  what  he  fays,  and  vain  is  it 
jThat  we  prefent  us  to  him, 


tSo  King  Lear; 

Edg.  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord, 

Alb.  That's  bat  a  trifle. 
You  Lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  Intent  j 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come. 
Shall  be  apply'd.      For  us,  we  will  refign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty, 
To  him  ourabfolute  power  :  to  you,  your  rights,  [ToEdg, 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  friends  ihall  tafte 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  defervings. 

Lear.  O  fee,  fee  -  ■ 

And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd  !  no,  no,  no  life. 
Why  ihould  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  thou'lt  come  no  more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never,  ■ 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button.     Thank  you.  Sir ; 
Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips. 
Look  there,  look  there         «  [//<?  dies* 

Edg.  He  faints ;  my  Lord  !■  ■  - 

Kent,  Break,  heart,  I  pr'ythce,  break, 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  Lord  ! 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghoft  :  oh,  let  him  pafs  !  He  hates  him^ 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is  he  hath  endur'd  fo  longs 
He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe  ;  friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain. 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  ftate  fuftain, 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey.  Sir,  fhortly  to  go  ; 
My  mafter  calls  me,  I  muft  not  fay  no. 

Ab.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey. 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  v/hat  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  born  moft  j  we  that  are  young 
Shall  ncv^  fee  fe  much,  live  e'er  fo  long. 

[Extunt  wi.tk  a  dead  mani. 
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Dramatis  Person^e; 


ICING  ]0HS, 

Prince  Henry,  Son  to  the  King. 

Arthur,  Duke  e/"  Bretagne,  and Nepbenv  to  the  King, 
Pembrokb,    "X  * 

S  A  L I  S^B  U  R  Y,     f   ^"SliA  Lords, 

Bigot,  3 

Hubert,  an  Engliili  Gentlemen, 

''"i.f  ^^  Faulconbridgi,  Bajiard-Son  to  Richard  the 

Firji;  aftenvardi  knighted  by  the  name  of  Sir  Richard 

Plantagenet, 

Robert  Faulconbridge,  fuppoi-d  Brother  to  the 
Bafiard. 

James  Gurney,  Servant  t$  the  Ladv  Faulconbridgc, 
Peter  •/Pomfret,  aPro/i&f/, 

Philip,  King  of  France. 

Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 

A-cb-Duke  of  Auftria. 

Pandulpho,  the  Pope's  Legate, 

Mel  UN,  aVrtnchLord. 

Ch  A  T I L 1 0  N,  Ambajadtr  from  France  to  King  John. 

Elinor,  S^een-Mother  of  England. 
Constance,  Mother  to  Arthur. 
Blanch,  Daughter  to  Ajphonfo,  King  #/ CaftiJe,  and 

Niece  to  King  John. 
Lady  Faulconbridge,    Mother  to  the  Bafiard  and  Robert 

Faulconbridgc. 

Cltiz,en\  of  Anglers,  Heralds,  Executioners,  Mejfengers, 
Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants, 

The  Scene  fometimes  in  England,  and  fometimts  in  France. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE   I. 

The  Court  of  England, 

Enter  King  John,  S^een  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Eflex,  and 
Salifbury,  ivith  Chatilion. 


N 


K.  Jobn.^J^  "Y"  O  W  fay,    Chatilion^  what  would  France 

with  us  ? 
Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks  th« 
King  of  France f 
In  my  behaviour,  to  the  Majefty 
The  borrowM  Majefty  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  ftrange  beginning  j  borrow' d  Majefly  ? 
K.  yohn.  Silence,  good  mother,  hear  the  embaflie. 
Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Geffrey^ s  Son, 
Jlrthur  Plantagenet,  lays  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  ifland,  and  the  territories : 

*The  tr«uhiefme  rc'tgnef  K.Jthnytzt  written  in  two  parts bf 
lV.Shiktfj,taT  and  IV.  Utvltu  and  printed  1611.  But  thefrcfcnc 
Flay  is  eatirely  diifsreac,  and  infinitely  fupcrioi  to  ii. 
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To  Ireland^  Poi^iiers,  Anjou^  Touraine,  Maine  : 
Defiring  tlice  to  lay  afide  the  fword 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  leveral  titles. 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur'' s  hand. 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  Sovereign. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
T*^  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  with-held. 

K.  yobn.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controulment  for  controulment  j  fo  anfvver  Fr^ nc^. 

Chat.  I'hen  take  my  King's  defiance  from  my  mouth. 
The  fartheft  limit  of  my  embaflie. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace. 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France^ 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  /hall  be  heard. 
So,  hence  !  be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  fullen  prefage  of  your  own  decay. 
An  honourable  cendudl  let  him  have, 
Pembroke,  look  to't  j  farewel,  Chatilion, 

[Ex.  Chat,  and  Pem» 

EU.  What  now,  my  fon,  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Conjiance  would  not  ceafe 
'Till  fhe  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world, 
.  Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
:  With  very  eafie  arguments  of  love  j 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  muft 
With  fearful  bloody  ilTue  arbitrate. 

K.  "John.  Our  ftrong  poficffion  and  our  right  for  us. 

EU.  Your  flrong  pofieflion  much  more  than  your  right. 
Or  Ait  "it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me  j 
So  much  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  ear. 
Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you,  and  I  fhall  hear. 

E[fex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfie 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard  j  fhall  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. 
Our  Abbies  and  our  Priories  fhall  pay 
This  expedition's  charge  — —  What  iaR,ii  are  you  ? 

,  SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

^«/^r  Robert  Faulconbrldge  atid  the  Baftard, 

Saji.  Your  faithful  iubjeft,  I,  a  gentleman 
'Born  in  Norttamptonjhirey  and  eldeft  fon. 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Fatdconhridggy 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field, 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Taulconbridgf, 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then  it  feems  ? 

Baji.  Moft  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  King, 
That  is  well  known,  and  as  I  think  one  father  : 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heav'n  and  to  my  mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man,  thou  doft  fhame  thy  mother. 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Baji.  I,  Madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reafon  for  it  j 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine. 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  he  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year : 
Heav'n  guard  my  mother's  honour  and  my  land  .' 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow:  why,  being  younger  born. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Baji.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land  • 
But  once  he  flander'd  me  with  baftardy ; 
But  whether  I  be  true  begot  or  no. 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head  j 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me  !) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  your  felf, 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both. 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him  ; 

0  old  Sir  Roherty  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heav'n  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why,  v.hat  a  mad-cap  haih  heav'n  lent  us  'siaxM, 
Eh.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cceur-dc-lions  face, 

The  accent  of  his  tongue  affeaeth  him  ; 

Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  kn 
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In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  yohn.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts. 
And  finds  them  perfeft  Richard :  firrah,  fpeak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Baji.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  father. 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  ? 
A  half-fac'd  groat,  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ? 

Rob.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my. father  liv'd. 
Your  brother  did  imploy  my  father  much — 

BaJ}.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land. 
Your  tale  muft  be  how  he  imploy'd  my  mother. 

Roh.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  embalTie 
To  Germany ;  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time  ; 
Th'  advantage  cf  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's  j 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fhame  to  fpeak  : 
But  truth  is  truth;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  fhores 
Betv.'een  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf) 
When  this  fame  lufly  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeath'd 
His  lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death 
That  this  my  mother's  fon  was  none  of  his  j 
An  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time  i 
Then,  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will, 

K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate. 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  ; 
And  if  fhe  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers. 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazard  of  all  hufbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  mel  how  if  my  brother. 
Who  as  you  fay  took  pains  to  ^et  this  fon. 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his  ? 
Jn  footh,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  eaif,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world. 
In  footh  he  might ;  then  if  he  were  my  brother*s. 
My  brother  might  not  cJaim  him  ;  nor  your  father, 
JBeiiig  none  of  hbj  refufe  him  j  this  concludes, 

M\ 
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My  mother''s  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir, 
Vour  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoffefs  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Baft.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoffefs  me.  Sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

EU.  Say,  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridgi^ 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land : 
Or  the  reputed  fon  of  Cteur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Baft.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  fhape. 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Robert's,  his,  like  him. 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding  rods. 
My  arms  fuch  eel-fkins  ftuft ;  my  face  fo  thin. 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  ftick  a  rofc,  * 
Left  men  fhould  fay,  look  where  three  farthings  goes  j 
And  with  his  fhape  were  heir  to  all  this  land  j 
Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  oft  this  place,  ■% 

I'd  give  it  ev'ry  foot  to  have  tlais  face :  /■ 

1  would  not  be  f  Sir  Nobbe  in  any  cafe.  ^ 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well  j  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortune. 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
1  am  a  foldier  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance  5 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

EH.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thi then 

Baft.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Baft.  Philip,  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  name  begun, 
Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  eldeft  fon.       [bear'fts 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whofe  form  thou 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  rife  up  more  great, 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plantagenet. 

Baft.  Brother  by  th'  mother's  fide,  give  me  youx  hand, 

*  Alluding  to  the  three- farthing  pieces  current  in  Q^iCen 
Ehr^heib's  time  which  had  a  rcje  on  the  reverfe :  and  being  of 
Clver  they  muft  be  fuppofeJ  to  be  very  thi  1- 

•\  Sir  Nabbe,  a  nicknanie,  in  conten-pt,  of  Sir  Rihiit. 
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My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land. 
Now  blefled  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got.  Sir  Robert  was  away ! 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet  ! 
I  am  thy  grandam  ;  Richard,  call  me  io. 

Baft.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  what  tho*  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right. 

In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch  : 
Who  dares  not  flir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night. 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  j 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  ftill  well  /hot, 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begqt. 

K.  John.  Go,  Faukonbridge,  >iow  haft  thou  thy  defire, 
A  landlefs  Knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'Squire  : 
Come,  Madam,  and  come,  Richard  j  we  muft  fpeed 
For  Francey  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Baft.  Brother,  adieu ;  good  fortune  come  to  thee  ? 
For  thou  was  got  i'th'way  of  honefty.     \Ex.  all  but  Baft. 
SCENE    Hi. 

A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was, 
But  many,  many  a  foot  of  land  the  wof fe ! 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  Lady. 
Good-den,  Sir  Richard, — Godamercy,  fellow. 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter  ; 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  mens  names  : 
'Tis  too  refpedive  and  unfociable 
For  your  converflng.     Now  your  traveller. 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  Wor/hip's  mefs  j- 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fuffic'd. 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catecliife 
My  picked  man  of  countries, — my  dear  Sir, 
(Thus  leaning  on  mine  elbow  I  begin) 
I  fhall  befeech  you, — that  is  Queftion  now. 
And  then  comes  Anfvver  hke  aji  A  BC-book  : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  command,        -t 
At  your  employment,  at  your  fervice,  Sir : — 
No,  Sir,  fays  Qii.eftion,  I,  fvveet  Sir,  at  yours, — ■ 
And  fo  ere  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would. 
Serving  in  dialogue  of  compliment, 
And  talking  of  the  Alps  and  jlppsjiincs, 
The  Pjrenean  and  the  river  Po,  li^ 
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It  draws  towards  fupper  in  conclufion  fo. 
But  this  is  worftiipful  fociety. 
And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit  like  my  felf : 
For  he  is  but  a  baftard  to  the  time. 
That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation, 
(And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmack  or  no) 
And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 
Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement  j 
But  from,  the  inward  m.otion  too  deliver 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poifon  *  for  the  age's  tooth  5 
Which,  though  I  will  not  praftife  to  deceive. 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn  j 
For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing. 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafle  in  riding  robes  ? 
What  woman-poft  is  this  ?  hath  fhe  no  hufband 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 
O  me,  it  is  my  modier  ;  now,  good  Lady,. 
What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 
SCENE     IV> 
Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  aitd  James  Gurney.^ 

Lady.  Where  is  that  flave,  thy  brother  i>  where  Is  he, 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down  ? 

Baji.  My  brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Robert^  fon, 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man. 
Is  it  Sir  Robert's  fon  that  yoa  feek  fo  ? 

Lady.  Sir  Robert's  fon  ?  ay,  thou  unrevVent  boy. 
Sir  Robert's  fon,  wliy  fcorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon,  and  fo  ait  thou. 

Baji.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  ^  while  ? 

Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip, 

Bafi.  Philip !  fpare  me,  James. 
There's  toys  abroad,  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more.  \Exit  Jamci, 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert's  fon. 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  faft : 
^\x  Robert  could  do  well :  marry,  confefs  ! 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it  ; 
We  know  his  handy-work,  therefore,  good  mother. 
To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 

•  Meaning,  Flatt'n. 

•  R  5  Sir 
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Sir  Rcbcrt  never  help'd  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  brother  too 
That  for  thine  own  gain  ftiould'ft  defend  mine  honour  > 
What  means  this  fcorn,   thou  moft  untoward  knave  > 

5^7?.  Knight,  Knight,  good  mother— 5a///Tc9-Iike.*- 
Why,  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  Aoulder  : 
But,  mothef,  I  am  not  Sir  Roberts  fon, 
I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert  and  my  land. 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone  j 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father  ; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope  ;  who  was  it,  mother? 
J^dy.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  Faulconbridge  ? 
Baft.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 
Lady.  King  Richard Coeur-de-Uon  was  thy  father: 
By  long  and  vehement  fuit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hu/band's  bed. 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  tranfgreflion  to  my  charge ! 
Thou  art  the  iffue  of  my  dear  offence. 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 

Baft.  Now  by  this  light  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifti  a  better  father. 
Some  fms  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 
And  fo  doth  yours ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly : 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjeftcd  tribute  to  commanding  love, 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  av/lefs  lion  could  not  wage  tlie  fight. 
Nor  keep  hfs  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hands. 
He  that  per  force  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  ca/ily  win  a  woman' s .     Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  liiy  father. 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  Y\\  fend  his  foul  to  hell. 
Come,  Lady,  I  will  ihew  thee  to  my  kin. 

And  they  /hall  fay,  when  Richard mt  begot. 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fin; 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  lies  j  I  fay  'twas  not.        [Exeunt, 

J.Jl^J^'f'IW.  ^^'^  ^°  *  ^^""y  ^'nowa  at  that  time,  cali'd 
ititman  and  Tcrfcdat 


ACT 


King    John.  191 

A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE,  before  the  zualls  of  Anglers  in  France. 

Efiter  Philip  King  ef  France,  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  the  Arch- 
Duke  of  Auftria,  Conftancc,  and  Arthur. 

Lezvis.  "O  Efore  Angiers  well  met,  brave  Auftria. 

|j  Arthur !  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blocd 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Prf/t^/W, 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  grave  : 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf  j 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Englijh  John. 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither, 

Arth.  God  /hall  forgive  you  Cceur-de-lion's  death 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  oft-fpring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war, 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  pow'rlefs  hand. 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unilaincd  love : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  Duke. 

Leivis.  A  noble  boy  !  who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 

Auft.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs. 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
'Till  Angiers  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France,'] 
Together  with  that  pale  that  white-facM  fhore 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  ether  lands  her  iilanders ; 
Ev'n  'till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water-v/alled  bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpofes, 
Ev'n  'till  that  outmoft  corner  of  the  weft 
Salute  thee  for  her  King.     'Till  then,  fair  boy. 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Conft.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
'Till  your  ftrong  hand  ftiall  help  to  give  him  ftrength, 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Avft,  The  peace  of  heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their  fv.crds 

In 
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In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war, 

K.  Philip.  Well  then,  to  work ;  our  engines  fliall  be  bent 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town  j 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  men  of  difcipline. 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages. 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmem  blood. 
But  we  will  make  it  fubje£t  to  this  boy. 

Conft.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embaflie. 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood. 
My  Lord  Chatilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war. 
And  then  we  fliall  repent  each  drop  of  blood 
That  hot  rafh  hafte  fo  indireftly  fhed. 
Enter  Chatilion. 

K.  Philip.  4  wonder,  Lady  !  lo,  upon  thy  wifh 
Our  meffenger  Chatilion  is  arriv'd  j 
What  England  hys,  fay  briefly,  gentle  Lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.     Chatilion,  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paultry  fiege, 
And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  ta/k. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands. 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms  j  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whofe  leifure  I  have  ftaid,  have  giv'n  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  ftrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother-Queen  ; 
An  ^te,  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  ftrife. 
With  her  her  neice,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  King  deceas'd. 
And  all  th'  unfettled  humours  of  the  land  5 
Rafh,  inconfid'rate,  fiery  voluntaries. 
With  ladies  faces,  and  fierce  dragons  fpleens. 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthright  proudly  on  their  backs. 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits 
Than  now  the  Englijh  bottoms  have  waft  o'er. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  tide. 
To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  ChriftendQm,  The 
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The  interruption  of  their  churlifh  drums         [DruTr.s  heat. 
Cuts  off  more  circumftance  j  they  are  at  hand. 
To  parly  or  to  fight  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Pbilip.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedition! 
AuJ}.  By  how  much  unexpefled,  by  fo  much 
We  muft  awake  endeavour  for  defence  j 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  King  of  England,  Baftard, 

Elinor,  Blanch,  Pembroke,  and  others. 
K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France,  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lin  al  entrance  to  our  own  : 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heav'n  ! 
Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  correft 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heav'n. 

K.  Philif.  Peace  be  to  England,  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace  \ 
Englar.d  we  love,  and  for  that  E?igland"s  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat  j 
This  toil  of  ours  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine. 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far, 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  its  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  pofterity, 
Out-faced  infant  ftate,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown  » 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffreys  face, 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his  5 
This  little  abftraft  doth  contain  that  large 
Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey  5  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
Ani  this  his  fon  ;  Eiigland  was  Geffrey  %  right. 
And  this  is  Geffrey  z ;  in  the  name  of  God  _ 
Hovv-  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat. 
Which  own  the  crown  that  thou  o'er-maftereft  ? 

K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commiffion, 
France, 
To  drav/  my  anfwer  to  thy  articles  ?  t,       Vf 

K.P/j////>.From  that  fupernal  Judge  that  ftirs  good  thoughts 
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In  any  breaft  of  ftrong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  Judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy  j 
Under  whofe  warrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong. 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it.  * 

Lewis,  King  yohn,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all ; 
England,  and  Irelandy  Anjouy  Touraine,  Maintf 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee  : 

*  ••—  I  tncan  to  chadife  it. 

K.Johrt.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  ThiUf.  Excufe  it,  'tis  to  beat  ufurping  down.' 

Eli.  Who  is't  that  thou  doft  call  ufurper,  Franctt 

Conft,  Let  me  make  anfwer :  thy  ufurpiog  fon. 

Eli.  Out.infolent!  thy  baftard  fliall  be  King> 
That  thou  may'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  world! 

Ccnjl.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband ;  and  this  boy» 
JLiker  in  feature  to  his  father  Ctjfrtyt 
Than  thou  and  Johtiy  in  manners  being  at  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baftard !  by  my  foul  I  think 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot  i 
It  cannot  be>  an  if  thou  wert  kis  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boyi  that  blots  thy  father. 

Covji.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy>  that  would  blot  thee* 

.Aujl.  Peace. 

Bafi.  Hear  the  crier. 

jHfi.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 
'    Bafi.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  Sir,  with  yoM* 
An  a*  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare»  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valonr  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  beard  ; 
I'll  fmoak  your  skin-coat,  an  1  catch  you  right; 
Sirrah,  look  to*t,  i'  faith  I  will,  i'  faith. 

Blanch.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  robe, 
That  did  difiobe  the  Lion  of  that  r^he. 

Befi.  It  lies  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides  (hews  upon  an  Afsj 
But.  Afs,  I'll  take  that  burthen  from  your  back, 
Or  lay  on  that  (hall  make  your  (boulders  crack, 

^uft.  What  cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  car* 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperflnous  breath? 
King  Levis,  determine  what  we  (hall  do  ftraight. 

Levis.  Women  and  f«ols,  break  off  your  conference. 

Wilt 
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"Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

K.  John.  My  life  as  foon.     I  do  defie  thee,  France, 
Arthur  of  Sreiagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand. 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more,_ 
Then  e'er  the  coward-hand  of  France  can  win.  f 

■\-  — "  of  France  can  win; 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

£/i.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Certfl.  Do,  child,  go  to  it  grandam,  chilJ. 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry  and  a  fig» 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

jlrtk.  Good  my  mother,  peace; 
I  would  that  1  were  low  laid  in. my  grave* 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  far  me. 

E/f.  His  mother  fliames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weepf. 

CckJ{.  Now  fliame  upon  you  whe'r  <he  does  or  no  I 
His  grandam's  wrong,  and  not  his  mother's  ftiames, 
Draws  thofc  heav'n- moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes. 
Which  hcav'n  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee: 
With  thcfe  fad  chryftal  beads  heav'n  fhall  bebrib'd 
To  do  him  julHce,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  monftrous  flanderer  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Coftjt.  Thou  monftrous  injurerof  heav'n  and  earth, 
Call  me  not  flanderer;  thou  and  thine  ufurp 
The  domination,  royalties  and  rights 
OfthisopprefiTedboy;  this  is  thyeldell  fon's  Ton* 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee: 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child. 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him. 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiv:ng  womb, 

K.John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

Cwfi.  I  have  but  this  to  fay. 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  ffn, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  iflue,  plaga'd  for  her, 
And  with  her  plague  her  fin}  his  injury 
Her  injury,  the  bedel  to  her  fin. 
All  punifli'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child. 
And  all  for  her,-  a  plague  upon  her! 

Ell.  Thou  unadvifcd  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  will  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Cor.Ji.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will;  a  v/icked  wlHi 
A  woman's  wiUj  a  cankcr'd  grandam's  will.    _        ' 
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K.  Philip.  Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walk 
Thefe  men  of  Argien'y  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur^  or  Johns.  i 

[Trumpet  founds,      f( 

SCENE    III.  C 

Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  lualh. 

Cit.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  v/alls  ?  I 

K.  Philip.  *Tis  France  for  England.  I 

K.  John.  England  for  it  felf  j  C 

You  men  of  Anglers  and  my  loving  fubjefts— —  S 

K.  Philip.  You  loving  men  of  Anglers,  Arthur^s  fubjc£ls,      j| 

Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle f 

K.  John.  For  our  advantage  j  therefore  heat  us  firft  :         ] 
Thefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here     .  j 

Before  the  eye  and  profpeft  of  your  town, 
Plave  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls  : 
All  preparations  for  a   bloody  fiege 
And  mercilefs  proceeding  by  thefe  Frenchf 
Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  *  gates  ; 
And  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftonos 
That  as  a  wafte  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  compulfion  of  their  ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
liad  been  difhabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace. 
But  on  the  fight  of  us  ycur  lawful  King, 
(  Who  painfully  w  ith  much  expedient  march 
Have  brought  a  counter-check  before  your  gates. 
To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  city's  threatned  cheeks) 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  parle  j 
And  now  inftead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire. 
To  make  a  fliaking  feaver  in  your  v^alls. 
They  flioot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  fmoak, 

K.'P'.'ilip.  Peace,  Lady  ;  paufe,  or  be  more  leu  f  era:e»" 
It  ill  befccms  this  prefcnce  to  cry  jinun 
To  thc^e  ill  tuned  repetitions. 

•  Il^mkjr,2t  a  metaphor  for  half-c^tri. 

Td 
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To  make  a  faitlilefs  error  in  your  ears  ; 
Which  truli  accordingly,  kind  citizens. 
And  let  in  us  your  King,  whofe  labour'd  fpirlts 
Fore -weary 'd  in  this  adlion  of  fweet  fpeed, 
Cra%e  harbourage  within  your  city  walls, 

K,  Philip,  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both* 
Loe  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  proteftion 
Is  moft  divinely  vcrw'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  ftands  young  Plantagenef, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  tliis  man. 
And  King  o'er  him,  and  all  that  be  enjoys. 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  tow» : 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you. 
Than  the  conftraint  of  hofpitable  zeal. 
In  the  relief  of  this  epprelled  child, 
ReHgioufly  provokes.     Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty  -wiiich  you  truly  owe 
To  laim  that  owns  it,  namely  this  young  Prince, 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear. 
Save  in  afpeft,  have  all  offence  feal'd  up  : 
O  jr  cannons  malice  vainly  fliall  be  fpent 
Againft  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heav'n  ; 
ArA  with  a  blefTed,  and  unvext  retire. 
With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruisM, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town  j 
And  leave  your  children,  wives  and  you  in  peace. 
But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  offer, 
*'ri'3  not  the  rounder  *  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meiTengers  of  warj 
Though  all  thefe  Eng/ifi,  and  their  difcipline. 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then  tell  us,  fhall-your  city  call  us  Lord, 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challenged  it  ? 
Or  fhall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage. 
And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  poffefiion  ? 

C/>.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England"^  fubje^ls  ; 
For  him,  and  in  hfs  right,  we  hold  this  town. 
•  Oi-  circle. 

Vol.  IV,  S  K,Jobn, 
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K.  yobn.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  iiu 

C/r.  That  can  we  not  j  but  he  th't  proves  the  King, 
To  him  will  v.e  prove  loyal ;  'till  that  time 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 

K.  yohn.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  King  ? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnefTes, 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed - 

Baji:  (Baftards,  and  elfe.) 

K.  yohn.  To  verifie  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Philip.  As  many,  and  as  well  born  bloods  as  thofe— • 

Baji.  (Some  baftards  too.) 

K.  Philip.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradift  his  claim, 

Cit.  'Till  you  compound  whofe  right  is  worthieft. 
We  for  the  worthieft  hold  the  right  from  both, 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls. 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet. 
In  dreadful  tryal  ef  our  kingdom's  King  ! 

K.  Philip.  Amen,  Amen  !  Mount,  chevaliers,  to  arms. 

Bajl.  SalntGeorge  that  fwindg'd  the  Dragon,  ande'erfince 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door. 
Teach  us  fome  fence !  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den,  Sirrah,  with  your  Lionefs, 
I'd  fet  an  Ox-head  to  your  Lion's  hide,  * 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you.  [To  Auftria. 

A:tji.  Peace,  no  more. 

BciJ}.  O  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain,  where  we'll  fet  forth 
In  beft  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

BaJi,  Speed  then  to  take  th'  advantage  of  the  field. 

K.  Philip.  It  fhall  be  fo  j  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  r^ft  to  ftand.  God  and  our  right !     [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Here,  after  excurfiom,  enter  the  Herald  of  Yr^ntttvith 
trumpets  to  the  gates. 

F,  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers,  open  wide  your  gates. 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne  in  j 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 

*  The  Arch-Dukc  wore  a  Lion'a  hi4fl  vvhich  hadbt'iong'J  %■ 
King  Jii(hAr4  (^nHT'dt'Im, 
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Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englijh  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  ; 
Ar:d  many  a  widow's  huiband  groveling  lyes. 
Coldly  embracing  the  dircolour'd  eai'th  j 
While  vidlory  with  little  lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French^ 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  conquerors  ;  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne^  England's  King,  and  yours. 
Enter  Engliih  Herald  <ivith  trumpets. 
E.  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Angien  ;  ring  your  bell'j 
King  John,  your  King  and  England" %,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  fo  filvcr-b right. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frencbmens  blood. 
There  ftuck  no  plume  in  any  Englijh  creft. 
That  is   removed  by  a  ftaff  of  France. 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands. 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  march'd  forth  ; 
And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen  come 
Our  lufty  Englijh,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Stain'd  ia  the  dying  flaughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  viftors  way. 

C;V.' Heralds,  from  oft'  our  tow'rs  we  might  behold, 
I^rom  firft  to  laft,  the  onfet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies,  whofe  equality 

By  our  bell  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  ; 

Blood  h-\th  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwcr'd  blows  ; 

Strength  match'd  with  ftrength,and  power  confronted  power. 

Beth  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like  ; 

One  muft  prove  greateft.     While  they  weigh  fo  even. 

We  hold  our  town  for  neither  ;  yet  for  both. 

SCENE    V.     Enter  the  two  Kings  tvi^k  their 

Powers  at  ffveral  Doors. 
K.  John.  Frajice,  haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft  away  ? 

Say,  fhall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 

Whofe  pafTage,  vext  with  thy  impediment, 

Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-fwell 

With  courfe  difturb'd  ev'n  thy  confining  fhores  ; 

Ualefs  thou  let  his  iilver  water  keep 

S  a  A 
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A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Philip.  England^thon  haft  not  fav'<3  one  £rop  of  blood 
In  this  hot  tryal,  more  than  we  of  France  ; 
Rather  loft  more.     And  by  this  hand  I  fwear 
That  fways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  by  our  juft-born  arms. 
We'll  put  thee  down  'gainft  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear. 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  ; 
Gracing  the  fcroul  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs. 
With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 

Baji.  Ha  !  Majefty  }  how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  bloed  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire  ! 
Oh,  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel ; 
The  fwords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  phangs  j 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  the  flefh  of  men 
In  undetermin''d  diff'rences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftand  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock.  Kings  j  back  to  the  ftained  field. 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits  1 
Then  let  confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace  ;  'till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death  ! 

K.  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit  ? 

K.  Philip.  Speak,  citizens,  {ox England,  who's  your  King  ? 

Cit.  The  King  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King. 

K.  Philip,  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right, 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy. 
And  bear  poflefilon  of  our  perfon  here. 
Lord  of  our  prefence,  Angien,  and  of  you. 

Cit.  A  greater  pow'r  than  ye  denies  all  this  j 
And  'till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates.  * 

Bajl.  By  heav'n,  thefe  fcroyels  oiAngiers  flout  you,  KingF, 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  fcenes  and  zd:%  of  death. 
Your  royal  prefences,  be  rul'd  by  me  j 

•  •—  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates: 

Kings  of  our  fear,  until  our  fears  refolvM  « 

Be  by  ferae  certain  King  pur^'J  and  dcpos'J. 
Bnfi.  By  heav'n,  ci'f. 
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Poluce  the  Mutines  of  JcrufaJcm, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fharpeft  deeds  of  mahce  on  this  town. 
By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  batt'ring  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths, 

Till  t-hcir  foul-fc^ring  clamours  have  biaul'd  down 
Tlie  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city. 
I'd  play  inceflantly  upon  thefe  jades  j 
"Even  'till  unfenced  defoiation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  diflever  your  united  ftrengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again, 

Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point. 

Then  in  a  momsnt  fortune  iTiall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion. 

To  whom  in  favour  flie  fiiall  give  the  day. 

And  kil's  him  with  a  glorious  viftory. 

How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  ftates  ? 

K.  John.  Now  by  the  Iky  that  hangs  above  our  he:ds, 

I  like  it  well.     Francs,  fhall  we  knit  our  powers, 

Aiid  lay  diis  Anglers  even  with  the  ground. 
Then  after,  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Bcjl.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 

Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifh  town, 

Ti:rn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery. 

As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  fawcy  walls  ; 

And  when  that  we  have  dalhM  them  to  the  ground. 

Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell 

Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  heav'n  or  hell. 

K.  Philip.  Let  it  be  fo;  fay,  where  will  you  afTault  ? 
K.  John.  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftrudion 

Into  this  city's  bofom. 
Auji.  I  from  the  north. 
K.  Philip.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town,  * 

•  bullets  on  this  town. 

neji   O  prudent  difciplinc  !  from  North  to  Southi 
■^Hjfr'ia  and  France  flioot  in  each  other's  mouth. 
I'll  Itir  them  to  it  i  come  away,  i-vay, 
Ciu  Hwius,  great  Kings,  (j-c. 

S  3  Qf. 
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Cit.  Hear  us,  great  Kings  :  vouchfafe  a  while  to  flay. 

And  I  /hall  fhew  you  peace,  and  fair-fac'd  league  j 

Win  you  this  city  without  ftroak  or  wound  j 

Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 

That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field : 

Perfevere  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kings. 

K.  yobn.  Speak  on  ;  with  favour  wc  are  bent  to  hear. 
Cit.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  Lady  Blanch, 

Is  near  to  England  5  look  upon  the  years 

Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid. 

If  lufty  love  /hould  go  in  queft  of  beauty. 

Where  ihould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  JSIanch  f 

If  zealous  love  fhould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue. 

Where  fhouldhe  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 

If  love  ambitious  fought  a  matdi  of  birtli, 

Whofe  veins  bound  riclier  blood  than  LzdyB/anch? 

Such  as  fhe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth. 

Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  compleat : 

If  not  compleat,  oh  !  fay  he  is  not  ihe ; 

And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 

If  v/ant  it  be  not,  that  /he  is  not  he. 

He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefled  man. 

Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhej 

And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 

Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfeftion  lyes  in  him. 
O  !  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join. 
Do  glorifie  the  banks  that  bound  them  in: 
And  two  fuch  /hores  to  tv/o  fuch  ftreams  made  one. 
Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  /hall  you  be.  Kings, 
To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  /hall  do  more  than  battery  can. 
To  our  fa/l-clofed  gates  :  for  at  this  match 
With  fwifter  fplcen  than  powder  can  enforce. 
The  mouth  of  pafTage  /hall  we  fling  wide  ope. 
And  give  you  entrance  j  but  without  this  match^ 
The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lions  fo  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 
So  free  frnrji  motion,  no  not  death  himfelf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory,  | 

As  v/e  to  keep  this  city,  * 

Baji,  Here's  a  flay^  'jfji^t; 
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That  /Tiakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  death 

Out  of  his  rags.     Here's  a  large  mouth  indeed. 

That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks  and  feas. 

Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 

As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs. 

What  cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  blood  ? 

He  fpeaks  plain  cannon-fire,  and  fmcak  and  bounce. 

He  gives  the  baftinado  with  his  tongue  : 

Our  ears  are  cudgel'd  ;  not  a  word  of  his 

But  buffets  better  than  a  fill:  of  France  j 

Zounds,  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words. 

Since  I  firft  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eh.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match^ 

Give  with  our  neice  a  dowry  large  enough  j 
For  by  this  knot  thou  /halt  fo  furely  tie 

Thy  nowunfur'd  afTurance  to  the  crown. 

That  yon  green  boy  fhall  have  no  fun  to  ripe 

The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 

I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France  : 

Mark  how  they  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  fouls 

Are  capable  of  this  ambition. 

Left  zeal,  now  melted,  by  the  windy  breath 

Of  foft  petitions  pity  and  remorfe 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Ct.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majefties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threatcn'd  town  ?  [firft 

K.Philip.   Spe^k  E?!gla;ni  fn-R,   that  hath  been  forward 
To  fpeak  unto  this  city  :  what  fay  you  ? 

K.  Jobn.  If  that  the  Daupbifi  there,  thy  Princely  fon. 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read  I  lo-oe ; 
Her  dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  a  Queen. 
For  Anpii,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  PoiBierSy 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea, 
(Except  this  city  now  by  us  befieg'd)    - 
Find  liable  Co  our  crown  and  dignify 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed,  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions  j 
As  fhe  in  beauty,  education,  blood. 
Holds  hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  world. 
K.  Philip,  V/hat  fay'fl  thou,  boy  ?  look  iu  the  Lady's  face. 
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Lenvls.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wond'rous  miracle,  * 
I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  my  felf 
'Till  now  inllxed  I  behold  my  (tK^ 
Drawn  in  the  flatt'ring  table  of  her  eye. 

[JVhifpcring  'zciih  Blanch. 

BaJ}.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye  ! 
HangM  in  the  frown  ng  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! 
And  quartered  in  her  heart !  he  doth  efpie 

Kimfelf  love's  traitor:  this  is  pity  novi^. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartcr'd,  there  fhouldfcc 
In  fuch  a  love  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will  in  this  refpeiTt  is  mine. 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  makes  him  like. 
That  any  thing,  he  fees,  u  hich  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will : 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love, 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  Lard, 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love. 
Than  this  5  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churlifh  thoughts  themfelves  fhould  be  your  judge) 
That  I  can  find  fliould  merit  any  hate.  [neice  ? 

K.  Job;:.  What  fay  thefe  young  ones  ?  what  fay  you,  my 

Blanch.  That  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  will  vouchfafe  to  fay.  [Lady  ? 

K.  yohfi.  Speak  then.  Prince  Dauphin,  can  you  love  this 

Leivh.  Nay,  afk  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love. 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly, 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volqucjfcn,  Touraine,  Maine, 
PoiBierSy  and  Anjou,  thefe  five  provinces. 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more. 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  EngUJh  coin. 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal. 
Command  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

• miracle. 

The  fhadow  of  my  fclf  form'd  in  her  eye. 

Which  bcinR  but  the  fliadow  of  your  Ton, 

Uecomesa  fun,  and  makcsyour  fon  a  fliadow  > 

I  do  Proteft _..,, 
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K.  Philip.  It  likes  us  well ;   young  Princes,  clofe  your 
hands.  * 
Now,  citizens  of  ^«g-/Vr5,  ope  your  gates. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made  : 
For  at  S;,int  Mzry's  chappei  prelently 
The  rites  of  marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Conjiance  m  this  troop  ? 
I  know  fhe  is  not  j  for  this  match  made  up 
Her  prefcnce  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  {hz  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Lewis,  She's  fad  and  paiTionate  at  your  Highnefs"  tent, 

K.  Philip.  And  by  my  faith,  this  league  that  we  have  maie 
Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  cure. 
Brother  of  Englandy  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  Lady  ?  in  her  right  we  came. 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'<i  another  way 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K,  John.  V/e  wjII  heal  up  all, 
For  we'll  create  ^'onxi-^  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagnty 
Au-i  Earl  of  Richmojtd  j  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  Lord  of.     Call  the  Lady  Conjiance^ 
Some  Ipeedy  melTenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  folemnity  -.  I  truft  we  ihall. 
If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will. 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  fatisfie  her  fo. 
That  we  will  ftop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fufter  us. 
To  this  uulook'dfor,  unprepared  pomp.  [Exeunt  all  but'B'j.^, 
SCENE    VL 

Eafi.  Mad  world,  mad  Kings,  mad  compofition  I 
'John  to  ftop  Arthur''^  title  in  the  whole. 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 
And  France,  whofe  armour  confcience  buckled  on. 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field 
As  God's  Gv/n  foldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  fame  purpofe -changer,  that  fly  devilj, 

*  "• clofe  your  hands. 

A::fi.  And  yoiirli,  f  too,  for  I  am  •well  affjr'i  ^  "* 

That  I  did  fo,  wlicn  I  v/as  fir!l  afTurM, 

K.  'Fbtii^,  Now,  ciciiinsjcirf. 

That 
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That  broker,  that  ftill  breaks  the  pnte  of  faith. 

That  daily  break-vow,  he  that  wins  of  all, 

Of  Kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 

Who,  as  they  have  no  external  thing  to  lofe 

But  the  word  maids,  cheats  the  poor  maids  of  that. 

That  fmooth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity  j 

Commodity,  the  biafs  of  the  world  : 

The  world,  which  of  itfelf  is  poi fed  well. 

Made  to  rtin  e%en,  upon  even  ground  j 

*Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  biafs. 

This  fway  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 

Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indiftercncy. 

From  all  dire«fl:ion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent : 

And  this  fame  biafs,  this  Commodity, 

This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 

Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid,  - 

From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war, 

To  a  mofl-  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet. 

Nor  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand, 

"When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm  j 

But  that  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beegar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well !  while  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 

And  fay  thcrf  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich : 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  /hall  be. 

To  fay  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 

Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  Commodity, 

Gainj  be  my  Lord  !  for  1  will  worfhip  thee.  [Exit., 

ACT    III.      S  C  E  N  E    L 

The  French  Kingi  Pavilion. 
Enter  Conftance,  Arthur  and  Salifbury. 
Cor.Ji.  f~^Qr\Q  to  be  marry ''d  !  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  ! 

\_J  Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  join'd  !    Gone  to  be 

friends ! 

Shall  Leivis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofc  provinces  ? 

Jt  is  not  fo  J  thou  haft  mif-fpoke,  mif-heard  } 

Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again^  It 
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It  cannot  be ;  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fo. 

I  think  I  may  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  word 

Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 

I  have  a  King's  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  ihait  be  punifn'd  for  thus  frighting  me. 

For  I  am  Tick  and  capable  of  fears, 

Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears  : 

A  widow,  hufbandlefs,  fubjeft  to  fears, 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears. 

And  though  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  ]ei^. 

With  my  vext  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 

But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

What  doft  thou  mean  by  Shaking  of  thy  head  ? 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 

Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum. 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  ? 

Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 

Then  fpeak  again  5  not  all  thy  former  tale, 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe 
That  give  you-caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Co-ziji.  Oh,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  forrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die  j 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo. 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defp'^ate  men, 
Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. 
Leivii  wed  Blanch  I  O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England  !  what  becomes  of  mc  ? 
Fellow,  be  gone,  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight.  * 

j^rth.  I  do  befecch  you,  mother,  be  content. 

ConJ}.  If  thou  that  bidft  me  be  content  wert  grim. 
Ugly,  and  fland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
-Full  of  unpleaiing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains. 
Lame,  fooliih,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 

•  --.--I  cannot  brook  thy  fighr, 
T^is  news  hath  made  the-e  a  ino(t  ugly  nian. 

Sal.  Wh:it  other  harm  have  I,  good  Lady,  done» 
B;ir  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done? 

CcTifi    Which  harm  within  it  felf  fo  heiq^us  is» 
Asi:  inakcj  harmful  all  that  fpcsk  cf  it. 

^r:k.  I  do  bsfciclv  you,  &t,  Pack'd 
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Patched  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks  j 

I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 

For  then  I  fhould  not  love  thee  :  no,  nor  thou 

Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 

But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  ! 

Nature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great. 

Of  Nature's  gifts  thou  may'ft  with  lillies  boaft. 

And  with  the  half-blown  rofe.     But  Fortune,  oh! 

She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee. 

Adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  "Johiiy 

And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 

To  tread  down  fair  refpedt  of  fovereignty. 

And  made  his  Majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 

Frar.ce  is  a  bawd  to  Fortune,  and  to  "Jokny 

That  flrumpet  Fortune,  that  ufurping  'John] 

Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  Trance  forfworn  ? 

Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone. 

And  leave  thefe  woes  alone  which  I  alone 

Am  bound  to  under-bear. 
Sal.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Confi.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  fhalt,  I  will  not  go  with  tlicr- 

I  will  inftrudl  my  forrow  to  be  proud ; 

For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  ftout. 

To  me,  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief. 

Let  Kings  affemble  :  for  my  grief's  fo  gie^t. 

That  no  fupporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  Here  I  and  forrow  fit  j 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  Kings  ccme  bow  to  it. 

\Siti  doivn  en  the  Floor. 
S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Etifer  King  John,    King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor, 
the  Bajiard,  and  Auftria. 
K.  Philip.  'Tistnie,  fair  daughter  5  and  this  bklTcd  day 
Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feilival  ; 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchjmi/l. 
Turning  with  fplendour  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meager  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe  th?.t  brings  this  day  about. 
Shall  never  fee  it  but  a  holv-day.  Ccnj}, 
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Confi,  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy-day,  \J^if''-g^ 

What  hath  this  day  defervM  ?  what  hatJi  it  done, 
That  it  in  golden  letters  /hould  be  ^et 
Among  the  high-tides  in  the  kalendar  ? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week. 
This  day  of  fhame,  opprefllon,  perjury  : 
Or  if  it  muft  ftand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day. 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft  : 
Bxcept  this  day,  let  feamen  fear  no  wreck  ; 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made  j 
This  day  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end. 
Yea,  faith  it  felf  to  hollow  falftiood  change  ! 

K.  Philip.  By  heaven.  Lady,  you  ftiall  have  no  caufs 
To  carfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day: 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Conji.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refembling  Majefty,  which  touch'd  and  try'd 
Proves  valuelefs  :  you  are  forfvvorn,  forfworn. 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  my  enemies  blood. 
But  now  in  arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grapling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  cool'd  in  amity  and  painted  peace. 
And  our  cppreflion  hath  made  up  this  league. 
Arm,  arm,  ye  heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  Kings! 
A  widow  cries,  be  huft)and  to  me,  heav'n  ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace  5  but  ere  fun-fet. 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings. 
Hear  me,  ch  hear  me  ! 

A'fi.  Lady  ConjiancCy  peace. 

Confi.  War,  war,  no  peace  ;  peace  is  to  me  a  war  : 
O  Lymogcs,  O  Aujiria  I  thou  doft  ftiame 
That  bloody  fpoil :  thou  flave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward. 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  : 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide  ; 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  Ladyfhip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafetyj  thou  art  perjur'd  too. 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.     What  a  fool  art  thou. 

Vol.  IV,  T  A 


210  King   John. 

A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  to  flamp,  and  fwcar. 
Upon  my  party  ;  thou  cold-blocded  flave. 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide. 
Been  Iworn  my  foldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  ? 
And  dolt  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  w'^ar  a  Lion's  hide  !  dofF  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  calve's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

^uji.  O  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me! 
Baji.  And  hang  a  calve's-lkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
y^uj}.  Thou  dar'ft  not  (iiy  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 
Bafi,  And  hang  a  calve's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
JluJ}.  Methinks  that  Richard's  pride  and  Richard"^  fall 
Should  be  a  precedent  to  fright  you.  Sir. 

Baft.  What  words  are  thefe  ?  how  do  my  finews  ihake ! 
My  father's  foe  clad  in  my  father's  fpoil  • 
How  doth  AUBo  whifper  in  my  ears, 
Delay  not,  Richard,  kill  the  "villain  firait, 
Difrobe  him  of  the  mat  chic ji  monument ^ 
Thy  father'' s  triumph  o'er  the  f adages ! 
Now  by  his  foul  I  fwear,  my  father's  foul. 
Twice  will  I  not  review  the  morning's  rife, 
'Till  I  have  torn  that  trophy  from  thy  back. 
And  fplit  thy  heart,  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

K.  John.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  felfi 

SCENE    III.      £wrt'r  Pandulph. 
K.  Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope. 
Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  Deputies  of  heav'n ! 
To  thee,  King  John,  my  holy  errand  is  ; 
IPavdulph,  of  fair  M/7a;»  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here. 
Do  in  liis  name  religioufly  demand 
Why  thou  againft  the  church  our  holy  mothei 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  Archbilhop 
Of  Canterbury f  from  that  holy  See  ? 
Tliis  in  our  forefaid  holy  father's  name 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatOlii; 
Can  tax  the  free  breath  of  a  facrtd  King  ? 
ThQu  canft  not,  Cardinal,  devifc  a  name 
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So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 

To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Popt. 

Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  o(  F.r.g!aid 

Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  prieft 

Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions  : 

But  as  we  under  heav'n  are  lupreme  head. 

So,  under  it,  that  great  iupremacy 

Where  we  do  reign  we  will  alone  uphold. 

Without  th'  aHiilance  of  a  mortal  hand. 

So  tell  the  Pope,  all  reverence  fet  apart 

To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  authority. 

K.  Philip.  Brother  oi Er.glarJ,  you  blafpheme  in  th-.';. 

K.John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chrirtendom 
Are  led  fo  grcfly  by  this  medling  prieft, 
Dreading  the  curfe  that  mony  may  buy  out  ; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  pardon  from  himfelf : 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofly  led. 
This  jugling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherifti. 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  tlie  Pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Parui.  Then  by  the  lawful  power  tHat  I  have. 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  curs'd,  and  excommunicate  j 
And  blefied  fhall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  herctick, 
And  meritorious  /hall  that  hand  be  call'd. 
Canonized  and  w-orftiipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Conji.  O,  lawful  let  it  be 
That  I  have  leave  with  Ro/r.e  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  fatJier  CardinaJ,  cry  thou  Amen 
To  my  keen  curfes  ;  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  pow'r  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  Lady,  for  my  curfe. 

Conji.  And  for  mine  too  ;  when  law  can  do  no  right. 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong  : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here  ; 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law  ; 

T  z  There- 
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Therefore  fince  law  it  (elf  is  perfe£l  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Fand.  Philip  of  France^  on  peril  of  a  curfe. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  Arch-heretick, 
And  raife  the  pow'r  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unlefs  he  do  fubmit  himl'ejf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'fl:  thou  pale,  France?  do  not  let  go  thy  hand, 

Conjl.  Look  to  that,  devil !  left  that  France  repent. 
And  by  disjoining  hands  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

AuJ}.  King  Philipy  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Baji.  And  hang  a  calve' s-/kin  on  his  recreant  limbs, 

Auji.  Well,  ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
Eecaufe 

Bajl.  Your  breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal  ? 

Ccujl.  What  /hould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 

Lewis.  Bethink  you,  father;  for  the  difference 
Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Romcy 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend  ; 
Forego  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Conji.  LeTvis,  ftand  faft,  the  devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likenefs  of  a  new  and  trimmed  bride.  * 

K.  Philip.  I  am  perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pand.  What  can'ft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more. 
If  thou  ftand  excommunicate  and  curs'd  ? 

K.  Philip.  Good  rev'rend  father,  make  my  perfon  yours. 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf  j 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit, 

•  .....  a  new  and  trimmed  bride. 

Blanch.  The  Lady  Coftfinnce  fpeaks  not  from  hcr  faith: 
But  from  her  need, 

Conjf.  Oh,  if  ihcu  grant  my  need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith. 
Thai  need  iiuft  need*  infer  this  principle, 
Tha5  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  n€cd: 
O  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up: 
Keep  rny  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.John.  The  King  i?  mov'd,  and  anfwer*  not  to  thi*. 

C«w/?    O,  be  remov'd  from  him;  and  anfwcrwell. 

^«/?.  Do  fo,  King  Thiiif,  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

B/iJ?,  Hangnochjngbut  a  calvt's  ikin,  moft  iweet  lout. 

K.  Thjlij).  I  am  perplext,  &t.  An^ 
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And  the  conjunftion  of  our  inward  fouls 
Marry' d  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows  : 
The  lateft  breath  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 
Was  deep-fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,   true  loVe 
Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  felves. 
And  ev'n  before  this  truce,  but  new  before. 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafli  our  hands 
To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 
Heav'n  knows  they  were  befmear'd  and  over-flain'd 
With  flaughter's  pencil;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  dift''rence  of  incenfed  Kings. 
And  fhalUhefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both, 

Unyoke  this  feizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 

Play  faft  and  ioofe  with  faith  ?  fo  jeft  with  heav'r 

Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  our  felves, 

As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm  ? 

Unfwear  faith  fworn,  and  on  the  marriage-bed 

Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  hoft. 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  fmcerity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order,  and  we  /hall  be  blefl: 

To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends. 
Pand.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs, 

Srwe  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 

Therefore  to  arms  !  be  champion  of  our  church ! 

Or  let  the  church  our  mother  breathe  her  curfe, 

A  mother's  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 

France^  thou  may' ft  hold  a  ferpent  by  .  the  tongue, 

A  chafed  Lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fafting  Tyger  fafer  by  the  tooth, 

Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 
K.  Philip.  I  may  dif-join  my  hand,  but  not  my  failh. 
Pand.  So  mak'ft  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  j 

And  like  a  civil  war  fet'ft  oath  to  oath, 

Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.     O,  let  thy  vow 

Ynii  maJc  to  hcav'ji,  firH  be  to  heav'n  perform'^, 

T  3  That 
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That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church. 

What  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thy  felfj 

And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  felf. 

For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amifs. 

Is  moft  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done: 

And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill. 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it. 

The  better  aft  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is  to  miftake  again  j  though  indireft. 

Yet  indireftion  thereby  grows  direft. 

And  falfhood  falfhood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  the  fcorthed  veins  of  one  new-burn'd. 

It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept. 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion  : 

By  that  thou  fwear'ft  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft  j 

And  raak'ft  an  oath  the  furety  for  thy  truth 

Againft  an  oath,  that  truth  thou  art  untrue 

To  fwear  :  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfvvorn  ; 

Elfe  what  a  mocker)'  fhould  it  be  to  fwear  ! 

But  thou  deft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  deft  fwear» 

Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft. 

Is  in  thy  felf  rebellion  to  thy  felf: 

And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy,  loofe  fuggeftions  : 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  pray'rs  come  in^ 

If  thou  vouchfafe  them.     But  if  not,  then  know 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 

So  heavy  as  thou  ftialt  not  ftiake  them  off. 

But  in  defpair  die  under  their  black  weight, 

Auji.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion, 

Baji.  Will't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  a  calve' s-fkin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine  ? 

LcKvis.  Father,  to  arms ! 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  ftiall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churli/h  drums. 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 

O  iiuiband^  hear  me ;  ay,  alack,  h&w  new  Is 
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Is  hun)aHd  In  my  mouth  I  ev'n  for  that  name 
Which  'till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce^ 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Conji.  O,  upon  my  knee. 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Forethought  by  heav'n. 

Blanch.  Now  fhall  I  fee  thy  love  5  what  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

ConJi.  That  which  upholdeth  him,  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honour.     O,  thine  honour,  Leivisy  thine  honour  ! 

Lewis,  I  mufe  your  Majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold. 
When  fuch  profound  refpefls  do  pull  you  on. 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 

K.Pbilip.Thon  fhalt  not  need.  England,  I'll  fall  from  thee. 

ConJi.  O  fair  return  of  banifh'd  Majefty  ! 

Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconftancy  ! 

K.John.  France,t\iO\i  fhalt  rue  this  hour  within  this  hour. 

Baft.  Old  Time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  fexton  Time, 
Is  it,  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fhall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'er-caft  with  blood  :  fair  day,  adieu ! 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  mufi  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both,  each  army  hath  a  hand. 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 
Hufband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'fl  win! 
Uncle,  I  needs  mufl  pray  that  thou  may' ft  lofc  ; 
Father,   I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine  : 
Grandam,   I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhes  thrive  5 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  fhall  I  lofb  : 
AiTured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lewis.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  lye?. 

Blanch.  Tloere  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life  die?, 

K.  John.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puifTance  together. 

*"  [Exit  Baft. 

France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath  j 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition. 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  deareft  valu'd  blood  of  Frame, 

.       .  K,Ph;lip. 
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K  Phifip.  Thy  rage  fhall  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  /halt 
To  aflies,  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire  :  [turn 

Look  on  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K   John.  Ng  more  than  he  that  threats.  To  arms  let  s 

•^     hie.  ,„      ,    [^*^«"'- 

S  C  E  N  E   IV.     A  Field  of  Battle, 
Alarms,  Excurjons  :  Enter  Baflard  ivith  Auflria'r  head 
£a/}.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wond  rous  hot. 
Some  fiery  devil  hovers  in  the  fky, 
And  pours  down  mifchief.     Aujiria's  head  lye  there. 
Thus  hatk  King  Richard's  fon  perform'd  his  vow. 
And  ofFer'd  Jujiria's  blood  for  facnfice 
Unto  his  father's  ever-living  foul. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 
K.  John.   There,  Huhert,  keep  this  boy.  -—  ^.oulin. 
My  mother  is  afTaUed  in  our  tent,  L"^a}ce  up  , 

And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Baji.  My  Lord,  I  refcu'd  her : 
Her  Highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not. 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  pains  r;,^,„„> 

Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  iJixeum, 

S    C    E    N    E    V. 
^arms,  Excurfions,  Retreat.     Re-enter  King  John,  Elinor, 
Arthur,  Baflard,  Hubert,  ^nd  Lords. 
K.  John.  So  fhall  it  be  j  your  Gr^ce  fhall  ^-J^]^^^^^^ 

So  flrongly  guarded  :  coufm,  look  not  fad,       l^o  Arthur. 

Thy  grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  uncle  will 

As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  father  was.  , 

Arth.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  griet. 

K.  John.  Coufm,  away  for  England,  hafte  ^b^^^^'g^^^ 

And  ere  our  coming  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots  j  their  imprifon'd  angels 
3et  thou  at  liberty :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Mufl  by  the  hungry  maw  be  fed  upon. 
Ufe  our  commilTion  in  its  utmofl  force.    _ 

Baft.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fhall  not  drive  me  bacJc, 
When  gold  and  filver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  Highnefs :  grandam,  I  will  pray,  , 
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(Jf  ever  I  remember  to  be  hoJy) 

For  your  fair  fafety  j  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewel,   my  gentle  coufin  ! 

K.John.  Coz.  farewel !  [Exit.  Baft, 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinfman,  — —  hark  a  word. 

[Taking  him  to  one  fide  of  the  fiage^ 

K.  John,     [To  Hubert  on  the  other  fide.^ 
Come  hither,  Hubert.     O  my  gentle  Hubert y 
We  owe  thee  much  j  within  this  wall  of  flefh 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor. 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love: 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay  — — 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I'm  amioft  a/ham 'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpeft  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  yoht:.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  fo  yetj 

But  thou  /halt  have and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow^ 

Yet  it  /hall  come  for  m.e  to  do  the  good. 

I  had  a  thing  to  fay but  let  it  go  : 

The  fun  is  in  the  heav'n,  and  the  proud  day. 
Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world. 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  fuJl  of  gaudes 
To  give  me  audience.     If  the  midnight  bell  . 
Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth 
Sound  One  unto  the  drowfie  race  of  night ; 
If  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  fiand^ 
And  thou  poflelTed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  ; 
Or  if  that  furly  fpirit  Melancholy 
Had  bak'd  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy-thick. 
Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins. 
Making  that  ideot  Laughter  keep  mens  eyes. 
And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment  j 
-(A  paffion  hateful  to  my  purpofes) 
Or  if  that  thou  could' /I  fee  me  without  eyes. 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone. 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words  ; 
Then,  in  defpight  of  broad-eyM  watchful  day,  I, 
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1  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts ; 

But  ah,  I  will  not yet  I  love  thee  well. 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  well. 

Hub.   So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake. 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunft  to  my  a6t. 
By  heav'n,  Fd  do't. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would' ft  ? 
Good  Hubhrty  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :  Til  tell  thee  what,  my  friend. 
He  is  a  very  lerpent  in  my  way. 
And  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lyes  before  me.     Doft  thou  underftand  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  him  fo,       ^ 
That  he  /hall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  Lord? 

K.John.    A  Grave.  ,    , 

Hub.  He  /hall  not  live.  f 

K.Jobn.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.     Hubert,  I  love  thee  ; 
"Well,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee : 

Remember :  Madam,  fare  you  well. 

[Returning  to  the  Slueen^ 

Y\\  fend  thofe  pow'rs  o'er  to  your  Majefty. 

Eli.   My  Bleffing  go  with  thee  ! 

K.  John.    For  England,  coufin,  go. 
Hubert  /hall  be  your  man,  t' attend  on  you 
With  all  true  dutv  ;  on  toward  Calais,  ho  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VI.     The  French  Court. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  and  Attendant!, 

K.  Philip.   So  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  armado  of  collefted  fail 
Is  fcatter'd  and  disjoin  d  from  fellowfhip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Philip.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill  ? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Anglers  lo/l  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  pris'ner  ?  divers  dear  friends  (lain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'er-beating  interruption,  fpight  of  France  f  ^ 
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Lerwn.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortify'd  t 
So  hot  a  fpeed,  with  I'uch  advice  difpos'd. 
Such  temp'rate  order  in  lb  fierce  a  courfe. 
Doth  want  example  ;  who  hath  read  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred  aftion  like  to  this  ? 

K.  Philip.  Well  could  I  bear  that  Eng/andhzd  this  praife^ 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conftance. 
Look,  who  eomes  here  ?  a  Grave  unto  a  foul. 
Holding  th'  eternal  fpirit  'gainft  her  will 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afflicted  breath  j 
I  pr'ythee.  Lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Cotiji.  Lo  now  }  now  fee  the  ifTue  of  your  peace. 

K,  Philip,  Patience,  good  Lady  j  comfort,  gentle  C*k- 
Jiance. 
'     Conji.  No,  I  defie  all  counfel,  all  redrefs. 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redrefs. 
Death  j  death,  oh  amiable,  lovely  death  ! 
Arife  forth  from  thy  couch  of  lafling  night. 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity. 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  bones  deteftable  } 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows. 
And  ring  thefe  fingers  with  thy  houfhold  worm^^ 
And  flop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfom  duft. 
And  be  a  carrion  monfler  like  thy  felf ; 
Come,   grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmil'/f. 
And  kifs  thee  as  thy  wife  j  thou  Love  of  Mifery  J 
O  come  to  me  ! 
I     K. Philip.  O  fair  affliction,  peace! 

ConJl.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry  j| 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth,  ' 
Then  with  a  pafTion  I  would  fhake  the  world. 
And  rouze  from  fleep  that  fell  Anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  Lady's  noble  voice. 

And  fcorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrow, 
ConJl.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  fo  j 

1  am  not  mad  j  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine  j 
My  name  is  Conftance,  I  was  Geffrey^  wife  : 
Young  Arthur  is  iny  fon,  and  h§  is  loft  J 
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I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  heav'n  I  were. 

For  then,  'tis  like  I  fhould  forget  my  k\{. 

O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  ihould  I  forget !  * 

I  am  not  mad  j  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 

The  different  plague  of  each  calamity.  -|- 

Oh  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 

That  we  fhall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heav'n  j 

If  that  be,  I  fhall  fee  my  boy  again. 

For  fince  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  firft  male-chifd. 

To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire. 

There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 

But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud. 

And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek. 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft, 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit. 

And  fo  he'll  die  ;  and  rifing  fo  again. 
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Preach  fomc  philofophy  to  make   nj«  mad. 

And,  Cardinal,  thou  fhalt  be  canoniz'd; 

For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 

My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 

How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes,  _ 

And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf. 

If  I  were  mad,  I  (hould  forget  my  fon, 

Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts   were  het 

I  am  Qot  madi  ere. 

-J-._...  of  each  calamity. 

K.Thilip.  Bind  up  thofe  treffes;  O,  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs; 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filvcr  drop  hath  fall'n, 
Ey'o  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  friend* 
Do  glew  thcinfelve*  in  fociable  grief, 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves. 
Sticking  together   in  calamity. 

Confl,  To  En^^lan.iy  if  you  will. 

K.'PhiUf.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Confi.  Yes,  t]ia,t,  1  v/ill.;  and  wherefore  trill  I   do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  froiri  their  bonds,  and  cry'd  aloud, 
O  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fon. 
As  they  have  given  thefe  hairs  their  l.berly  I 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commjt  them  to  their  boodlj 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  prifener. 
Oh  father  Cardinal,  &i<  Wh 
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When  I  Hiall  meet  him  in  the  Court  of  heav'n 
I  iliall  not  know  him  j  therefore  never,  never 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Paryd.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpeft  of  grief. 

Ccnji.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Philip.  You  are  a^  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  chilis  , 

CoftJ}.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child  :       ', 
Lyes  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me  j 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words. 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts  j 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form  | 
Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well ;  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do.  '  ^ 

I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Tearing  off  her  hsad-chathu 
When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wit. 
O  Lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur y  my  fair  fon  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world. 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  forrow's  cure  !  [Exif, 

K.  Philip.  1  fear  fome  outrage,  and  Til  follow  her. 

[,Exit» 
SCENE    VIL 

Lenvis.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy  j 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale. 
Vexing  the  dull  car  of  a  dr.owfie  man. 
A  bitter  ih«me  hath  fpoilt  the  fweet  world's  tafle, 
That  it  yields  nought  but  /hame  and  bitternefs. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difgaf?, 
Ev'n  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft :  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fhew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofmg  of  this  day  ? 

Leivis,  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 

Par.d,  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no  J  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threat'ning  eye. 
'Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  much  Kw^gjukr,  hatji  lift 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  fc  clearly  von. 
Are  not  vou  giiev'd  that  Arthur  ii  his  ^niQTiZr  f 
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Letvh.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
^Tow  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophetick  fpint  j 
For  ev'n  the  breath  of  w  hat  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub 
Out  of  the  path  which  ihall  direftly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne  :  and  therefore  mark. 
fckn  liath  feiz'd  Jrthur,  and  it  cannot  be        _ 
That  whilft  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant  s  veins. 
The  mifplacM  John  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 
A  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath,  of  reft. 
A  fceptcr  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boift'rcufly  maintain' d,  as  gam  d. 
And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  flipp'ry  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hoU  to  ftay  him  up. 
That  John  m-ay  ftand  then,  Arthurntt^i  muft  tall} 
^0  be  it,  for  it  cannot  but  be  fo. 

Lenvh.  But  what  fiiall  I  gam  by  young  Arthur  s  fall  f 
Fand.  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blanch  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  A-thur^xA. 
lenvh.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as^r^W  did. 
Tand.  How  green  you  are,  and  freih  in  this  old  world  ! 

John  lay.  you  plots  ;  the  times  confpire  with  you  i 

For  he  that  ijeeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 

This  aa  fo  evilly  born,  fhnll  cool  the  heayts 

Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal} 

That  no  fo  fmall  advantage  Aall  ftep  fortlx 

To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifh  it, 

No  nat'ral  exhalation  in  the  ^y> 

JSTo  ftape  of  nature,  no  diftc  mpcr  d  day, 

No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event, 

But  they  will  pluck  away  its  n-.t  ral  caule. 

And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  ligns. 

Abortives,  andp:cfnges,  ton-uesof  heav  :i 

■piainlv  denouncing  vengeance  upon  Jobn.         .  . 

Uivn.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur  £  .ire, 

But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prilonmcnt. 

Vand:  OSir,  when  he  ftall  hear  of  your  approach, 

^  that  young  Arthur  be  net  gone  alreaay, .  ^^^^ 
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Ev'n  at  this  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his.  people  Ihall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change. 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath_j, 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John, 
Methinks  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot  j 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 
Than  I  havenam'd?  The  baftard  Faidcajbridge 
li  now  in  England,  ranfacking  the  church, 
Offending  charity.     If  but  twelve  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englijh  to  their  fide  j 
Ev'n  as  a  little  fnow  tumbled  about 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     Noble  Dauphin^ 
Go  with  me  to  the  King  :  'tis  wonderful 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent. 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  offence,  * 
For  England  go  ;  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Leivis.  Strong  reaf9n  makes  flrong  anions ;  let  us  go  j 
If  you  fay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fay  no,  [Exeunt, 

ACT     IV.       SCENE     I. 

Changes  to  England.     APrifon. 
"Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners, 
Hub.T  TEAT  me  thefe  irons  hot,  and  look  you  fland 

L  X  Within  the  arras  j  when  I  flrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rufh  forth. 
And  bind  the  boy  which  you  Ihall  find  with  me. 
Fail  to  the  chair :  be  heedful  j  hence,  and  watch  ! 
Exe.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  Gut  the  deed . 
Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples  !  fear  not  you;  look  to't,— «   . 
Young  lad,  come  forth ;  I  have  to  hy  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 
Arth-  Good  morrow,  Hubert, 
Hub.  Morrow,  little  Prince. 
Arth.  As  little  Prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  be  more  Prince)  as  may  be.     You  are  fad. 
Hub,  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 
Arth.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks  no  body  fhould  be  fad  but  I. 

U  a  yet 
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Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France^ 

Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night. 

Only  for  wantonnefs.     By  my  Chriftejidom> 

So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  /heep, 

I  fliould  be  meiry  as  the  day  is  long. 

And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 

My  uncle  pra£lifes  more  harm  to  mc. 

He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him . 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey''s  fon  ? 

Indeed  it  is  not,  and  I  would  to  heav'n 

1  were  ycur  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me^  Hubert, 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lyes  dead  j 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  [AJtdet 

Artb.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to-day  j 
In  footh,  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick. 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  and  watch  with  you. 
Alas,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  pofleflion  of  my  bofom.. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur  —  [Shewing  a  paper. 

How  now,  fooh/h  rheum,  [AJide, 

Turning  dif-piteous  nature  out  of  door ! 
I  muft  be  brief,  lefi  refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanifh  tears.— 
C.in  you  net  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert^  for  fo  foul  effeft. 
Muft  you  with  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 
Hub,  Young  boy,  I  muft, 
Arth,  And  will  vou  ? 
Hub.  And  I  will'. 

Arth,  Have  you  the  heart  ?  when  your  head  did  but  ake, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  a/k  it  you  again ; 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head  ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour. 
Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  what  lack  you  ?  and  where  lyes  your  grief  ? 
Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  yeu  ? 
Many  a  poor  jnan's  fon  would  have  lain  ftill, 

An< 


King   John.  225 

And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you  : 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  Prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love. 
And  call  it  cunning.     Tio]  an  if  you  will: 
If  heav'n  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill. 
Why  then  you  muft — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 
Thefe  eyes  that  never  did,  and  never  fhall 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I've  fworn  to  do  it  j 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out.  * 

Artb.  Oh  !  if  an  angel  fhould  have  come  tome, 
And  told  me  Hubert  fhould  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  believ'd  a  tongue  but  Hubert's, 
Hub.  Come  forth  j  do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

[^StampSy  and  the  men  enters 
Arth,  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me  !  my  eyes  are  out 
Jlv'n  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 
Bub.  Give  me  the  iron  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 
Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boift'rous  tough  ? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ftand  ftone-ftill. 
For  heav'n  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound. 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lanlb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, 
Npr  look  upon  the  iron  angrily  : 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you. 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub,  Go,    ftand  within  j  let  me  alone  with  him. 
Exe.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed.  lEKew.t^ 
Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend. 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart  j 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaflion  may 
•—--muft  I  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah,  none  hut  in  this  iron  age  would  do  if. 
The  iron  oF  jt  felf,  though  heat  rei-hor, 
Approaching  w^zt  thefe  eyes,  would  dijnk  my  tears, 
And  quench  i(£  fiery  indignation, 
Ev'ij  in  tLc  router  cf  mine  innocence  : 
Nay,  alter  thar,  confLme  av,ay  in  ruft, 
B  It  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  "eye. 
Are  yoj  mwre  ilubborp  hard,  than  hsnssnsi'd  iwn  ? 
Vh  I  it  in  rfnjjel  ihould,  &c. 

U  3  Civ9 
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Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  your  feJf, 
Arth.   Is  there  no  remedy  ? 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lofc  your  eyes. 
Arth.  O  heay'n  !  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  yours, 
A  giain,  a  duft,  a  gnat,  a  wand'ring  hair. 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  : 
Then  feehng  what  fmall  things  are  boift'rous  there. 
Your  vile  intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  tliis  your  promife  ?   go  to,  hold  your  tongue.  ^ 
Ar:h.  Let  me  net  hold  my  tongue  j  let  me  not,  Hubert^ 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue. 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.     O  fpare  mine  eyes  i 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ftill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold. 
And  would  not  harm  me. 
Htib.  I  ca.1  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief. 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undefervM  extreams  j  fee  elfe  yourfelf. 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heav'n  hath  blown  its  fpirit  out. 
And  l>rew'd  repentant  afhes  on  its  head. 

Hvh.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy.  \ 
Arth.  Ail  things  that  you  fhould  ufe  to  do  me  v^rong. 
Deny  their  office  ;  only  You  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extend, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy-lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live  ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye 
T"or  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  owns; 
Yet  am  1  fwcrn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy, 

*  hoUi  your  tongue. 

jlrth   Hubert,  the  uturance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
M'.iil  needs  want  pleading  for  »  pair  of  eyes: 
Lc:  me  not  hold,  c-'r. 

+  --"  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

A:th.  And  if  you  do,  vou  will  but  make  it  blufli. 
And  glow  with  flisme  of  your  proceedings,  Hnitert: 
Nay,  it  perchance  \vrill  fparkle  in  your  eyes: 
And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compell'd  to   fighf, 
Snatch  it  his  mailer  thnt  doih  laire  hiaj  OTSt 
All  things  chat  you,  &c,  '  Wxt 
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With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert.     All  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub.  Peace:  no  more.     Adieu! 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
I'll  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  fali'e  reports  : 
And,  pretty  child,  lleep  doubtlefs  and  fecure. 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  worW, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  hcav'n  !  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Silence,  no  more ;  go  clofely  in  with  me. 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [^Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     II.       The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  King  John,  Pembroke,  Saiifbury,  and  other  Lords, 
Vi.^ohn.   Here  once  again  we  fit,  crowned  once  again. 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  eyes. 

Pemb.  Th  s  once  again,  but  that  your  Highnefs  pleas' d. 
Was  once  fuperfluous  ;  you  were  crown'd  before. 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off: 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  ftained  with  revolt : 
Fre/h  expetftation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  ftate. 

Sal.  Therefore  to  he  poffefs'd  with  double  pomp. 
To  guard  a  title  that  vi'as  rich  before. 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lilly. 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rain-bow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feekthe  beauteous  eye  of  heav'n  to  garnifh. 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pieafure  muft  be  do,ne. 
This  adl  is  as  zn  ancient  tale  new-told. 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefome. 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  facp 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured  j 
And  like  a  /hifted  wind  .unto  a  fail^ 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about  j 
Startles  and  frights  confideration  j 
Makes  found  cpinioH  fitk,  a^d  truth  fufpeded^ 
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For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafliion'd  robe. 

Panb.  When  v.'orkmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well. 
They  do  confound  their  fkill  in  covetoulhefs  j  * 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe : 
As  patches  fet  upon  a  little  breach 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 

Sal.  To  this  eftefl,  before  you  were  new-crownM, 
We  breath'd  our  counfel ;  but  it  pleas' d  your  Highnefs 
To  over-bear  it;  yet  we're  all  well  pleas'd  j 
Since  ail  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Muft  make  a  ftand  at  what  your  Highnefs  will.  _ 

K.  John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  pofleft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong  j 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (the  leffer  is  my  fear) 
I  /hall  endue  you  with  :  mean  time,  but  aHc 
What  you  would  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  fhall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefls. 

Pemb.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe 
To  found  f  the  purpofcs  of  all  their  hearts, 
(Both  for  my  felf  and  them  ;  but  chief  of  all 
Your  fafety  •,  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  they 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies ;)  heartily  requeft 
Th'infranchifement  of  Arthur ;  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murm'ring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dan'grous  argument. 
If  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  fhou'd  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barb'rous  ignVance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit 
Thar  you  have  bid  us  afk,  his  liberty  ; 
Vvhich  for  our  good  we  do  no  further  afk, 

•  Thni  is,  coveiing  to  reach  a  h'g.htr  excellence 

•\  It  found  forlhj  »r  i»  deciaic. 

'  ...  Than 
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Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  weal  that  he  have  hberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 
K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  I  do  commit  his  youth 
Tt)  your  diredlion.     Huberty  what  news  witli  you  : 

[The  King  goes  ajide  luith  Hubert* 
Pemh.  This  is  the  man  fhould  do  the  blood  v  deed  ; 
He  fhew'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  ;  that  clofe  afpe£l  of  his 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breaf^. 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done. 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sal,  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  %p. 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battels  fent: 
His  pafllon  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  muft  break. 

Pemb.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  iflue  thenca 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  ftrong  hand. 
Good  Lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living. 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
He  tells  US  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to-night. 

Sal,  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknefs  was  paft  cure. 
Pemb.  Indeed  we  Jieard  how  near  his  death  he  was. 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 
This  muft  be  anfwer'd  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  Johfi,    Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folerrm  brows  on  me  ? 
Think  you  I  bear  the  fhears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal,  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fhame 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofly  offer  it  : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game,  and  fo  farewel ! 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  Lord  Salijhury,  I'll  go  with  thee. 
And  find  th'  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood  which  ow'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifle. 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  j  bad  world  the  while  I 
This  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrovvs,  and  ere  long  I  doubt,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III.     Enter   Mefftnger, 
K.  "yohn.  They  burn  in  indignation  ;  I  repent. 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  let  on  blood ; 
No  certain  life  atchiev'd  by  others  death—  \^Afide^ 

A  fearful  eye  thou  haft  ;  where  is  that  blood  [To  theMef. 
Jhat  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  iky  clears  not  without  a  ftorni  j 
Pour  down  thy  weather  :  how  goes  all  in  France  ? 

MeJ.  Froni  France  to  Engla?id  never  fuch  a  power. 
For  any  foreign  preparation. 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learnM  by  them  : 
For  when  you  fhould  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd, 

K.  John.  Oh,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk. 
Where  hath  it  flept?  where  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  fuch  an  army  Ihould  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  fhe  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mef.  My  Liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftopt  with  duft :  the  firft  of  A^ril  dy'd 
Your  noble  mother  j  and  as  I  hear,  my  Lord,  • 
The  Lady  Conjiattce  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before  ;  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 

I  idly  heard  5  if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  With-hold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  ! 

O  make  a  league  with  me,  'till  I  have  pleas'd 

My  difcontcnted  Peers.     My  mother  dead  ? 

flow  wildly  then  walks  my  eftate  in  France  ! 

Under  whofe  conduft  come  thofe  powers  of  France, 

That  thou  for  truth  giv'll  out  are  landed  here  ? 

Mef.  Under  the  Dauphin's. 

Enter  Baftard,  and  Peter  of  Pomfret. 

K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 

With  thefe  ill  tidings,     tlow,  what  fays  the  world 

To  your  proceedings  ?    Do  not  feek  to  fluff 

My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Baf.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft. 

Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufin  j  for  I  was  amaz  d 

Under  the  tide,  but  now  I  breathe  again 

'  Aloft 
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Aloft  the  flood  ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

BaJ}.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  ciergy-men^ 
The  fums  I  have  colle£led  fhsil  expreis. 
But  as  I  travelPd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied  5 
Poffeft  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams  ', 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  f'jil  of  fear. 
And  here's  a  prophet  that  I  brought   with  me 
From  forth  the  ftreets  of  Pom/ret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harfh-founding  rhymes. 
That  ere  the  next  Afcenfwn-day  at  noon 
Your  Highnefs  fhould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didft  thou  fo  > 

Peter.  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him ;  imprifon  him. 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  /hall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  Safety,  and  return. 
For  I  muft  ufe  thee. — O  my  gentle  coufin, 

[Exit  Hubert  tvitb  Peter, 
Hear'ft  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

Bajl.  The  French,  my  Lord  ;  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it ) 
Bcf.des,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  Salijburyf 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire. 
And  others  mere,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who  they  fay  is  kill'd  to-night    • 
"On  your  fuggeilion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  klnfman,  go 
And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  company. 
I  ha\  e  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again  ( 
Bring  them  before  me. 

P^.!t.  I  will  fesk  them  cut. 

K.Jchn.  Nay,  but  make  hafte;  the  better  foot  before, 
O,  let  me  have  no  fubjefts  enemies. 
When  adverfe  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  flout  invafion, 
Be  Mtrcuty,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels, 
Afid  ?,\\  lijb  ihcuglu,  ficm  them  to  me  again, 
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Bap.  The  fpirit  of  the  time  fhall  teach  me  fpeed.  \Exif, 

K.  yohiu  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him  j  for  he  perhaps  fhall  need 
Some  meffenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers  j 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef,  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liege.  [Exit^ 

K.  John,  My  mother  dead  ! 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  moons  were  feen  to-night  f 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four  in  wond'rous  motion. 

K.  yohn.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets. 
Do  prophcfie  upon  it  dangeraufly  : 
Young  Arthurs  death  is  common  in  their  mouth?. 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  fhake  their  heads. 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear. 
And  he  that  fpeaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrift, 
Whilfl  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  a£lion 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer,  thus. 
The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  th'anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  fwallowing  a  taylor's  news; 
Who  with  his  /hears  and  meafure  in  his  hand. 
Standing  on  flippers,  which  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falfely  tlnuft  upon  contrary  feet, 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent, 
Anol:her  lean,  unwafh'd  artificer. 
Cuts  oflF  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur  s  death, 

K.  John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  poflefs  me  with  thcfe  fears  ? 
Why  uigeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur'^s  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murther'd  him  :   I  had  a  caufe 
To  vviih  him  dead,  but  thou  had' ft  none  to  kill  him. 
Hub.  Had  none,  my  Lord  ?  why,  did  you  not  provoke  me  ? 
K.  "John.  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant. 
To  breL»k  into  the  bloody  houfc  of  life  : 
And  on  the  winking  of  authority 
T»  mHierftand  a  law  :  to  know  tlie  meani'ne 

01 
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CVf  «3r,.ng*roa»  Majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 
Jlfore  upon  humour,  than  advis'd  refpeft. 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  feal  for  what  I  did.   [earth, 

K.  yck-:i.  Oh,  when  the  laft  account  'twixt  heav'n  and 
Is  to  be  made,  then  fhall  this  hand  and  feal 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation. 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  !  for  hadil  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd. 
Quoted,  and  fign'd  to  do  a  deed  of  fhame. 
This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  mind. 
But  t-sk:ng  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  afpeft. 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy. 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employ'd  hi  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Afihur's  death. 
And  thou,  to  bs  endeared  to  a  King, 
Mad'' ft  it  no  confcience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  My  Lord 

K.  John.  Hadft  thou  butfhook  thy  head,  ot  made  a  paufe, 
When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed  : 
Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face. 
Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  cxprefs  words  ; 
Deep  ihame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 
And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me. 
But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns. 
And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin  j 
Yea,  without  ftop  didft  let  thy  heart  confent. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  hand  to  a£l 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name, 
Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  f°e  me  more  ! 
My  Nobles  leave  rae,  and  my  ftate  is  brav'd, 
Ev'n  at  my  gat;s,  with  ranks  of  foreign  pow*rs  j 
Kay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleftily  land, 
TIks  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 
Hoftiiity  and  civil  tumult  reign. 
Between  my  confcienccj  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  againft  your  other  enemies, 
1 11  make  a  peace  between  your  foul  and  you, 
Young  Arthur  is  alive  :  this  hand  of  mine 
Js  yet  a  mr.iden,  and  an  innocent  hand, 

Vot.  iV.  X  Kat 
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Not  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  bloo5. 

Within  this  bofom  never  enter'd  yet 

The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderer's  thought. 

And  you  have  flasder'd  nature  in  my  form. 

Which,  how'foever  rude  exteriorly. 

Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind. 

Than  to  be  butcher  of  a  guiklefs  child. 

K.  Jahn.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O  hafte  thee  to  th£  Peers, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  tliat  my  paffion  made 
Upon  thy  feature  j  for  my  rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not,  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  Lords  with  all  expedient  hafte  : 
I  conjure  thee  bat  ilowly ;  run  more  faft.  {ExsvxT^ 

SCENE    V.     A  Street  before  a  Prifon, 
Enter  Arthur  on  the.  ff^alls,  dijguis'd. 
Artb.  The  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. 
Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not! 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me  :  if  they  did. 
This  Ihip-boy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid,  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  iimbs; 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away  j 
As  good  to  die,  and  go  ;  as  die,  and  ftay.       \Lei^s  do-Taft. 
Oh  me  !  my  uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  ftones : 
Heav'n  take  my  foul,  and  Englartd  keep  my  bones  I     [O*^^ 
Enter  Pembroke,  Salifbury  and  Bigot. 
5^:/.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmondjhiry  ; 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  oi  the  perilous  time.  •     ,  i 

Pemb.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  Cardinal  i 
Sal.  The  Count  Mdiniy  a  noble  Lord  of  France,. 
*  Whofe  Private  with  roe  of  the  Dauph:n'^  love 
Is  much  more  than  thefe  gen'ral  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 
•  i.t.  Whofe  pritfae  account  vf  the  i>*«fA;ys  jff^a.on  to  f>«i 
caufc  is  jHUfch  more  ar-pleihan  ;he  U-tuts.  ^ 
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»ja/.  Or  rather  then  (ot  forward,  for  'twill  te 
Two  locg  days  journey.  Lords,  or  ere  we  meet. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Bajl,  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  diftemper'd  Lords  j 
The  King  by  me  requefts  your  prefence  ftrait. 

Sal.  The  King  hath  difpofleft  himfelf  of  us  ; 
We  will  not  hne  his  thin  beftained  cloke 
With  our  pure  honours :  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where -e'er  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo  :  we  know  the  worft. 

Baji,  What  e'er  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were  beft. 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reifon  now. 

Bajl.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief. 
Therefore  *tVere  reafon  you  had  manners  now, 

Petnh.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

BaJ}.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  its  mafter,  no  man  elfe, 

Sal.  This  is  the  prifon  :  what  is  he  lyes  here  ? 

[Seeing  Arthti?* 

Pemi,  Oh  death,  made  pro^d  with  pure  and  princsly 
beaaty  * 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

ScjI.  Mcrder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done^ 
Poth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Brgct.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  the  glaive. 
Found  it  too  preciovis  princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  have  you  bclwli, 
Ot  have  yon  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think, 
©*  do  yoB  almoft  think,  .ilthough  you  fee. 
What  you  do  fee  >  rauld  thought,  without  this  ofcje<ft. 
Form  fuch  another  ?  'tis  the  very  top. 
The  height,  the  creft,  or  creft  unto  the  creft 
Of  murder's  arms  j  this  is  the  bloodieft  fiiame. 
The  v.-ildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  ftroak. 
That  ev^r  walf-ey'd  wrath  or  ftWing  rage 
Prefented  to  tlie  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pemb.  All  murders  paft  do  ftand  excus'd  in  this  ; 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchabie. 
Shall  give  2  hoiinels,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet-unbigotten  iins  of  Time  j 
And  prove  a  deadly  felood-/hed  but  a  jeft, 

X  a  Ex- 
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Exampled  by  this  heinous  fpedlacle, 

Baji.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  worfe. 
The  gracelefs  aftion  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  \\  hat  would  enfue. 
It  is  the  /hameful  work  of  Hubert'' s  hand. 
The  praftice,  and  the  purpofe  of  the  King  : 
From  wlwfe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellenoe 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow ! 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafurcs  of  the  world. 
Never  to  be  infe£ted  with  delight. 
Nor  converfant  with  eafc  and  idlenefs, 
'Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand. 
By  giving  it  the  worihip  of  revenge. 

Pemb.  Bigot.  Our  fouls  religioufly  confirm  thy  words, 
SCENE    VI.     Enter  HMhert. 

Hub.    Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte,  in  feeking  you  j 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  O,  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death  j 
Avant,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  ! 

Hub^   I  am  no  villain. 

Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  law  ?  [Draiwng  hiifiverd. 

Baft.  Your  fword  is  bright,  Sir,  put  it  up  again, 

Sal.  Not  'till  I  fheath  it  in  a  murd'rer's  <kin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  Lord  Saliftyury,  ftand  back,  I  fay. 
By  heav'n  I  think  my  fword's  as  fharp  as  yours, 
I  would  not  have  you,  Lord,  forget  your  felf. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  \ 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

Bigot.  Out,  dunghil,  dar'ii  thou  brave  a  nobleman  ? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life  j  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  ineocent  life  againfl:  an  Emperor, 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murdVer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  fo  ; 
Yet,  I  am  none.     Whofe  tongue  foe'fir  fpeaks  falfe. 
Not  truly  fpeaks  j  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lies. 
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P-mP,  Cut  5»im  to  pieces. 
.  •    £a-^.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 
'*    Siil,  Stand  hvy  01  1  fhall  gaul  yoxi, Fautconlrrid^e. 

Btrjf.  Thcu  wcr't  better  gaui  the  devi],  Sulijbury\ 
If  ..thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ilir  thy  foot, 
©r  -teach  thy  hafly  fpleen  eo  do  me  /hame, 
Y\l  i?rike  thee  dead.      Pi^t  up  thy  fword  betfme, 
Cr  I'll  fo  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-iron. 
That  yeu  fhal!  think  the  devil  is  eome  from  helK 

Etgot.  What  will  you  do,  vtnownt^  Fauk&nljridge  ? 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Huh.  Lord  Big'X,  1  am  none. 

Bigot.  "Who  kill'd  this. Prince? 

Hith.  *Tfs  not  an  hour  lince  I  left  him  well : 
I  'M>nourM  Iiim,  I  iov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
>!y  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's   lofs, 

oW.  Traft  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  ey??. 
For  vjllainy  is  not  without  fuch  rheum  ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocence. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  favour  of  a  fiaughter-houfe. 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  sin. 

Eigot.  Away  tow'rd  Bury,  to  the  Daupbir.  there, 

Femb.  There  tell  the  King  he  may  enquire  us  out. 

[Exeunt  Lordi. 
SCENE    VII. 

Baji.  Here's  a  good  world ;  knew  you  of  this  fair  work? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 
Of  mecy,  (if  thou  didft  this  deed  of  death) 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

iLd>.  Do  but  hear  me.  Sir. 

Bafi,  Ha  ?  I'll  tell  thee  what, 

Thou'rt  damn'd  fo  black nay,  nothing  is  {o  black  |  ■ 

Thcu  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lucifer . 

There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 

As  thou  iTialt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hvh.  Upon  my  foul 

Bafi.  If  then  did'l  but  confent 
To  tiiis  r^'it  trj«i  aft,  do  but  defpadf : 

X  1  And 
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And  if  thou  want' ft  a  cord,  the  fmalleft  thread 

That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 

Will  ftrangle  thee  j  a  rufli  will  be  a  beam. 

To  hang  thee  on  :  or  would'ft  thou  drown  thy  felf. 

Put  but  a  Tittle  water  in  a  fpoon. 

And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 

Enough  to  ftifle  fuch  a  villain  up. 

I  do  fufpecl  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Huh.  If  I  in  aft,  confent,  or  fin  of  thought. 
Be  guilty  of  t|ie  ftealing  that  fweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay. 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me ! 
I  left  him  well. 

Baji.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  England  up  ! 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Are  fled  to  heav'n  ;  and  England  nov/  is  left 
To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th'  teeth 
The  un-owed  intereft  of  proud-fwelling  ftate. 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  Majefty 
Doth  dogged  war  hriftle  his  angry  crcft. 
And  fyarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace. 
Now  pow'rs  from  home  and  difcontents  at  hsm« 
Meet  in  one  line  :  and  vaft  confufion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  fick,  fall'n  beaft) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrefled  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cinfture  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeft.     Bear  away  that  child. 
And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  I'll  to  the  King  > 
A  thoufand  bufineffes  are  brief  at  hand. 
And  heav'n  itfelf  doth  frown  upon  the  land.         {Exr^^t* 

ACTV.     SCENE    L 

The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  K:rg  John,  Pandulph,  and  AttcrJar.f';. 
K.  ^ffi'«.'*T^  il  U  S  I  have  yielded  up  into  your  hand  . 

X    Th?  circle  of  my  glory.  \Givhg  :h  CrsKini 


King  John.  239 

FarJ.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope 
Your  fovereign  greatnels  and  authority. 

K.  Jobti.  Now  keep  your  holy  word ;  go  meet  thtFrer.ch^ 
And  from  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  ftop  their  mr.rches  'fore  we  are  enflam'd. 
Our  diicontented  counties  do  revolt, 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience. 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  love  of  foul 
To  flranger-blood,  to  foreign  royalty  ; 
Tills  inundation  of  diftemper'd  humour 
Reds  by  you  only  to  be  qualify'd. 
Then  paufe  not  j  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  lick, 
Tliat  prefent  med'cine  muft  be  miniitred. 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pa>:d.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempefi:  up. 
Upon  your  fhibborn  ufage  of  the  Pope ; 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  convcrtite. 
My  tongue  fiiall  liufh  again  this  ftorm  of  war. 
And  mjke  fair  weather  in  your  bluft'ring  land. 
On  this  Afcenjion-day  remember  well. 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.         [^.v;V, 

K.  JoDK.  Is  this  Afceiif.cn-day  ^  did  not  the  prophet    ' 
Say,  that  before  Afcerjlon-day  tX  noon 
My  crown  I  fliould  give  off  ?  even  fo  I  have  : 
I  did  iuppofe  it  fhould  be  on  conftraint, 
Eut,  heav'n  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Baflard, 

Ba  ?.  All  Kent  hath  yielded,   nothing  there  holds  out 
Eat  Dz^r^cr-Cajile  :  Loruhji  hath  recciv'd. 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers. 
Year  noble:,  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  oiier  f',rvice  to  your  enemy  ; 
A:id  wilti  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
TIjc  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends, 

K.  yohr,.  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  me  agiln, 
Ar'.sr  they  licard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Baj}.  They  found  him  dead,  and  cail  into  the  ftreets. 
An  empty  cafket^  whers  felis  jewel,  life. 

By 
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By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  robVd  and  ta'cn  away, 
K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  lire. 
Baft.  So  on  my  foul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew  3 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  a£l,  as  you  have  been  in  thought; 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diftruH 
Govern  the  m-Otion  of  a  kingly  eye  ; 
Be  ftirring  a:  the  time,  be  fire  with  fire  ; 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror  :  fo  fhall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great. 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  resolution. 
Away,  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  war 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  j 
Shew  boldnefs  and  afpiring  confidence. 
What  ?  /hall  they  feek  the  Lion  in  his  dea. 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  ti-emble  there? 
Oh,  let  it  not  be  faid  !  Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors, 
And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.yobr..  The  Legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promisM  to  difmifs  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin, 

Baft.  Oh  inglorious  league! 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  land 
Send  fair-play-crders,  and  make  compromile, 
Jnfinuation,  parly,  and  bafe  truce. 
To  arms  invafive  ?  fhall  a  beardlefs  boy, 
A  cocker'd,  filken  Wanton  brave  our  fields. 
And  flefh  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil. 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread. 
And  find  no  check  ?  let  us,  my  Liege,  to  armS; 
Perchance  the  Cardinal  can't  make  your  peace  j 
Or,  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

'K.John.  Have  thou  the  ord'ring  of  this  prefent  time. 
Baft.  Away  then,  with  good  courage  ;  yet  I  know 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe,  [Exrurf. 
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SCENE      II. 

T^tf  Dauphin'i  Camp,  at  St.  'Edmund!b\iry. 
Znter,  in  arms,  Lewis,  Salifbury,  Melun,   Pembroke, 
Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 
Lc-vis.  My  Lord  Mdlutty  let  this  be  copied  out. 

And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance : 

Return  the  prefident  to  thefe  Lords  again. 

That  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 

Both  they  and  we  pcrufing  o'er  thefe  notes. 

May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facrament. 

And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 
Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 

And,  noble  Dauphiny  albeit  w^e  fwear 

A  voluntary  zeal  and  un-urg'd  faith 

To  your  proceedings;   yet  believe  me,  Prince, 

I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  fore  of  time 

Should  feek  a  plaifter  by  contemn'd  revolt, 
,  And  heal  th'  invet'rate  canker  of  one  vound 
:  By  making  many.     Oh,  it  grieves  my  foul. 

That  I  muft  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 

To  be  a  widow-maker  :  oh,  and  there 

Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence, 

Z^ry  out  upon  the  name  of  Salifbury. 

But  fuch  is  the  infeflion  of  the  time. 

That  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  right. 

We  cannot  deal  but  v/ith  the  very  hand 

Df  ftern  injiifiice,   and  confufed  wrong. 

And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  friecds  ! 
■  That  we  the  fons  and  children  of  this  iile. 

Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this, 

kVherein  we  ftep  after  a  fl:ranger-march 

Jpon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 

■itv  enemies  ranks  ?  (I  muft  withdraw  and  weep 
'  Jpon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  caufe) 

To  er.ice  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 

^nd  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 

tVhat,  here  ?  O  nation,  that  thou  could'ft  remove! 

That  Neptune's  arms  who  clippeth  thee  about, 

rVould  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf, 

\nd  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  ihore  I 

Where 
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"Where  thefe  two  chriftian  armies  might  combine 
The  bJood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 
And  not  mif-fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Ltivis.  A  noble  temper  doft  thou  fhew  in  tliis. 
And  great  aftedlions  wreftling  in  thy  bofom 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  h.ift  thou  fought. 
Between  compafTion,  and  a  brave  ri-fpeftl 
Let  me  wipe  oft'  this  honourable  dew. 
That  filverly  doth  progrels  on  thy  cheeks. 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  Lady's  tears. 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation  : 
But  this  eftufion  of  fuch  manly  drops. 
This  ihow'r  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  arajii'd> 
That  had  I  leen  the  vaulty  top  of  heav'n 
Figur'd  quite  o''er  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salijbury^ 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorm. 
Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby-eyes 
That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  : 
Nor  met  with  fortune,  other  than  at  feafts. 
Full-warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  goflipping. 

Come,  come,  for  thou  fhalt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 

Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity 

As  Lewis  himfelf ;  fo.  Nobles,  fhall  you  all. 

That  knit  your  fmews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 
He  fees  Pandulph  coming  at  a  dijiance. 

And  even  there  methinl:s  an  angel  fpceds  j 

Look  where  the  holy  Legate  comes  apace. 

To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heav*n. 

And  on  our  aflions  fet  the  name  of  right 

"With  holy  breath. 

SCENE     in.      Enter  Pandulph. 
Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  Fr^a/ct' / 

The  next  is  this  :  King  yohn  hath  reconcil'd 

Himfelf  to  Rome ;  his  fpirit  is  come  in. 

That  fo  ftood  out  againft  the  holy  church. 

The  great  metropolis  and  See  of  Rome. 

Therefore  thy  threatning  colours  now  vvind  up, 

An< 


King   John.  243 

An^  rame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  war  ; 
That  like  a  Lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhew. 

Leiv'n.  Your  Grace  /hall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back  s 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  controul. 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  inftrument 
To  any  fovereign  ftate  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firlt  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  war. 
Between  this  chaftis'd  kingdom  and  my  felf. 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire. 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it, 
Yo'vi  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 
Acquainted  me  with  my  int'reft  in  this  land. 
Yea,  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart : 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  yahn  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome  ?  what  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed. 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine  : 
And  now  it  is  half  conquerM,  muft  I  back, 
Bccaufe  that  yohr.  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome? 
Am  I  Rome's  flave  ?  what  penny  hath  Rome  born. 
What  men  provided  ?  what  munition  fent. 
To  undsr-prop  this  aflion  ?  is't  not  I 
That  lindergo  this  charge  ?  who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 
Sweat  in  this  bulinefs,  and  maintain  this  war  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  theie  Llanders  fhout  out 
Vive  k  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ? 
Have  I  not  here  the  befl.  cards  for  the  game 
To  win  this  eaiie  match,  pjaid  for  a  crown  ? 
And  ilial!  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  i* 
No,  on  my  foul,  it  never  fhall  be  faid. 

Par.d.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  worJc, 
Lrzi^ci.  Outfide  oi  infide,  I  will  not  return, 
'Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  proraifed 
Bei>.  s  i  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 

An<J 
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And  cuU'd  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world 

To  outlook  conquelt,  and  to  win  renown 

Ev'n  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death.    [Trumpet  four.is. 

What  lufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

SCENE    IV.      Enter  Baftard. 

BaJ}.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world, 
Let  me  have  audience  :  I  :im  fent  to  fpeak  : 
My  holy  Lord  of  Milain,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  x 
And  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  knew  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

PavJ.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful,  oppofite. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties  : 
He  flatly  ffiys,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Baji.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd. 
The  youth  fays  welh     Now  hear  our  EngHfK)  King  5 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me  : 
He  is  prepar'd,  and  reafon  too  he  ihould. 
This  apifli  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  harnefs'd  ma/k,  and  unadvifed  revel. 
This  unhair'd  fawcinefs  and  boyiih  troops. 
The  King  doth  fmile  at  j  and  is  well  prepared 
To  whip  this  dwarfi/h  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms. 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand  which  had  the  ftrength  ev'n  at  your  door 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  vcu  take  the  hatch. 
To  dive  like  buckets  in  concealed  wells. 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  ftable-planks, 
To  lye  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chefls  and  trunks. 
To  herd  with  fvvine,  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  vaults  and  prifons,  and  to  thrill  and  ihake 
Ev'n  at  the  crying  '"four  nation's  Crow, 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Evglijh  man  j 
Shall  that  vidlorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 
Ko  J  know  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  arms, 
And,  like  an  Eagle  o'er  his  Aiery,  tow'rs,     . 
To  foufe  annoyance  tliat  com.es  near  his  nefl:. 
And  you  degen'rate,  you  ingrate  revolters, 
Yo*  blocdy  Ncro'Sf  ripping  up  the  '.vomb 
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Of  your  dear  mother  England,  blufh  for  Hiame. 
For  your  own  Ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 
Like  ^4mazons,  coma  tripping  after  drums  j 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gantlets  cliange. 
Needles  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inchnation. 

Lewis.  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace  j 
We  grant  thou  canft  out-fcold  us  j  fare  thee  well : 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 
Bap.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 
Leivis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue  of  ^^'ar 
Plead  for  our  int'reft,  and  our  being  here. 

Bafi.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  out; 
And  fo  fhall  you,  being  beaten  j  do  but  ftart 
An  echo  Vvith  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  ev'n  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd. 
That  fhall  reverb'rate  all  as  loud  as  thine, 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall 
As  loud  as  thine  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder.     For  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legate  here. 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 
Is  Warlike  John  :  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whofe  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

LeiL'is\  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 
Baji.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin y  do  not  doubt. 

[Excuntt 
SCENE     V.      rhe  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarms,     Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 
K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us?  oh,  tell  nie,  Hubert, 
.     Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  ;  how  fares  your  Majeily  ? 

K.  John.  TUis  feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 
l.yes  heavy  on  me  :  oh,  my  heart  is  fick ! 
Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
Mejf.  My  Lord,  your  valiant  kinfman  Faulconhridgt 
Defues  your  Ma]e-fl:y  to  ieavs  the  field. 
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And  fend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  g9. 

K.  John.  Tell  him,  tow" rdSwinJiead',  to  the  Abby  ther«v 
MeJ/'.  Be  of  good  comfort :  for  the  great  fupply 
That  was  expefted  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Good-win-fanAs, 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  ev'n  now. 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me !  this  tyrant  feaver  burns  me  up. 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  tow'rd  Swinpad-,  to  my  litter  ftrait, 
Weaknefs  poffefleth  me,  and  J  am  faint.  {Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 
Enter  Salifbury,  Pembroke  and  Bigot. 
Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  King  fo  ftor'd  with  friends. 
Pemb.  Up  once  again  ;  put  fpirit  in  the  FrcKcb  : 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

SaL  That  mii-begotten  devil  Fattlconhridge, 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pemb.  They  fay,  King  John  fore  fick  hath  left  the  field. 

Enter  Melun  ivmnded. 
Milun.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 
SaL  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names, 
Tcnib.  It  is  the  Count  Melun. 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun.  Fly,  noble  Englip,  you  are  bought  and  fold  j 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion. 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  faith. 
Seek  out  King  Jcbn,  and  fall  before  his  feet: 
Tor  if  the  French  be  Lords  of  this  loud  day. 
He  m.eans  to  recompence  the  pains  you  take, 
By  cutting  off  your  heads  5  thus  hath  he  fworn. 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  altar  at  St.  Edmondjbury, 
Even  on  that  altar  where  we  fwore  to  yoo 
Pear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  boffible  ?  m.gy  this  be  true  f 
Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  vJcw 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life. 
Which  bleeds  away,  ev'n  as  a  form  of  waX 
Eefciveth  frcni  il/*gur«  *f aiftil  ths  fir€  I 
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What  in  tlie  world  fhould  make  me  now  deceive. 

Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 

Why  fjiould  I  then  be  falle,  lince  it  is  true 

That  I  mufl:  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth? 

1  lav  again,  if  Leivis  win  the  day. 

He  is  forfworn  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 

Behold  another  day  break  in  the  Eafl : 

But  ev'n  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breatH 

Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  creft 

Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun, 

Zv'n  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  fliaJl  expire  5 

Paying  the  fin2  of  rated  treachery, 

Xv'n  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  livQS,^ 

If  Lenfis  by  ycur  afliilanoe  wiJi  the  day. 

Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  King  ; 

The  love  of  liim,  and  this  refpe<5l  feefides 

For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englijhmany 

Awakes  my  conscience  to  confefs  all  this. 

In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 

From  forth  .the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  ; 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 

in  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul. 

With  contemplation  and  devout  defires« 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  befhrew  my  fou! 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafioft,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight  j 
And  like  a  'bated  and  retiring  flood. 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courle. 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'er-look'd. 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience 
Ev'n  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  yobn. 
My  arm  fhall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence. 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Pight  in  thine  eyes.     Away,  my  friends,  and  fly  1 

[Exeunty  leading  Melun* 
SCENE     VII.      ^h£  French  Camp, 
Enter  Lewis  and  his  Train. 

Lnvis.  The  fun  of  heav'n  methou-ght  was  loth  tO  kt, 
Bui  ilaid^  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blufh, 

y  a  Whea 
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When  th'  EngUJJj  meafur'd  backward  their  own  greuni 
In  faint  retire  :  oh,  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  rhot. 
After  fuch  bloody  toil  we  bid  good  night. 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  celours  clearly  up, 
Lail  in  the  field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  it. 
Enter  a  Meff'enger. 

Mef,  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dauphin  ? 

Lewis.  Here,  what  news  ? 

Mef.  The  Count  Melun  is  /lain  ;  the  Englijh  Lords 
By  his  perfwafion  are  at  length  fall'n  off. 
And  your  fupply  which  you  have  wi/h'd  fo  long 
Are  caft  away  and  funk  on  Goodwin-hn^^. 

Leivis.  Ah  foul  Hirewd  news !  Beihrew  thy  very  hcart> 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to-night 
As  this  hath  made  me.     Who  was  he  that  faid 
Kinii  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumblijig  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mef.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  Lord. 

Leivis.  Well  j  keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to-night ; 
The  day  ftiall  not  be  up  foon  as  I, 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VIIL     A  place  near  Swinftead  Abby. 
Enter  Baftard  and  Hubert  fe'verally. 

Hub.  Who's  there  ?  fpeak,  ho,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I  /hoot, 

Baji.  A  friend.    What  art  tliou  ? 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Bafi.   And  whither  doft  thou  go  ?     . 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs. 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Baft.  Hubert,  I  think. 

Hub.  Thou  haft  a  pcrfcsfl  thought  i 
I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  w^U  : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Baft,  Who  thou  wilt ;  and  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  may'ft  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub,  Unkind  remembrance  !  th©u  and  eyelefs  night 

/  Hav£ 
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Kave  done  me  /hame  ;  brave  fcldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  my  tongue 
Should  'fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Baji.  Come,  come  j  fans  comphnent,  what  news  abroad  ? 

Hub.  Why  here  walk  1,  in  the  black  brow  of  night. 
To  find  you  -out. 

£aj}.   Brief  then :  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Hub.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fitting  to  the  nighl;. 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horribJe. 

Baji.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  King,  I  fear,  is  poifon'd  by  a  Monk  : 
3  left  him  almoft  fpeechleis,  and  hroke  out 
T'  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fuddcn  time. 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Baji.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafte  to  hhw  ? 

Hub.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you,  a  refolved  villain, 
"Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  buril  out  j  the  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure  may  recover. 

BaJi.  Whom  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  MajeAy  ? 

Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  Lords  are  all  come  back. 
And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company. 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardan"'d  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty. 

BaJi.  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heav'o  ! 
And  tempt  as  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 
I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  pow'rs  this  night 
Palling  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 
Thefe  Uvcoln-wa.{hes  have  devoured  them  j 
My  felf,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  efcap'd. 
Away  before :  condu£l  me  to  the  King, 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  er  e'er  I  come.  [Exeufff^ 

SCENE  IX.     Changes  to  the  Orchard  at  Swinftead  Abby, 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salifbury,  and  Bigot, 

Henry.  It  is  too  late,  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly  5  and  his  pure  brain, 
Which  fome  fuppofe  the  foul's  frail  dwelling-houfe. 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Fvr? tci  the  ending  of  mortality. 

y  3  Emit 
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Enter  Pembroke. 

Pemb.  His  Highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief 
That  being  brought  into  '■he  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon  which  affaileth  him. 

Henry.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here  } 
Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 

Pemb.   He  is  m.ore  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him  ;  even  now  he  fung. 

Henry.  Oh  vanity  of  ficknefs  !  fierce  extreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts 
Leaves  them  infenfible  j  his  fiege  is  now 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  ninny  legions  of  ftrange  fantafies. 
Which,   in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold. 
Confound  themfelves.  'Tis  ftrange  that  death  ihould  fing  s 
I  am  the  Cygnet  to  this  pale,  faint  Swan, 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death. 
And  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty  fings 
His  foul  and  body  to  their  lafting  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince,  for  you  are  born 
To  fct-a  form  upon  that  Indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 
King  John  brought  in. 

K.  yohn.  Ay  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbovv-r<j;om  5 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fummer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my   bowels  crumble  up  to  duft ; 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  fhrink  up. 

Henry.  How  fnres  your  Majefty  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd,  ill  fare  !  oh  !   dead,  forfook,  call:  off. 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  m^y  maw  j 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  bofom  :  nor  intreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips. 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.     I  afk  not  much, 
\  Ug  coU  camfyrt  3  and  you  are  fo  llrait  JLt^h 
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And  To  ungrateful,  you  deny  mc  that. 

Henry.  Oh  that  theje  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears. 
That  might  reheve  you! 

K.  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  hell,  and  there  the  poifoi? 
Is  as  a  fiend,  confinM  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievabie,  condemned  blood. 

SCENE    X.     i:/.Vfr  Baftard. 

Bajl.  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  wi^h  my  violent  motion. 
And  I'plcen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Oh  coufin  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  eye  : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crackt  and  burnt. 
And  all  the  fhrowds  wherewith  my  life  fhiou'd  fai! 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  httle  hair : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  ftrjng  to  fiay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  'till  thy  news  be  uttered  j 
And  then  all  this  thou  fecH  is  but  a  clod. 
And  model  of  confounded  royalty. 

Bafi.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherv/ard. 
Where  heav'n  he  knows  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him^ 
For,  in  a  night,  the  beft  part  of  my  pov.er. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 
Were  in  the  wafhes  all  unwarily. 
Devoured  by  the  unexpefted  flood.  [The  King  dteii 

Sal,  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear : 
My  Liege  !  my  Lord  !  —  but  now  a  King  —  now  thus. 

Henry.  Ev'n  fo  muft  I  run  on,  snd  ev'n  fo  flop.  * 

Bafi.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  : 
And  then  my  foul  /hall  wait  on  thee  to  heav'n. 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  ftill. 
Now,  now,  you  ftars,  that  move  in  your  right  fpheres. 
Where  be  your  powers  ?  fhew  now  your  mended  faiths. 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again. 
To  pufh  deftruclion  and  perpetual  fhame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  hnd  ! 
Strait  let  xx%  feek,  or  flrait  we  (hall  be  fought ; 

•  --—  and  ev'n  fo  ftop. 

Whs:  Tjrety  of  the  worlJ,  what  hope,  uhat  ftay, 
W-'C"  thi«  'ya  ncv/  a  K'rg,  and  no.v'.j  tiay  ? 
S/<j?  Art  rHou  gene  To/ •■-•  The 
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The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  feems  you  knov.-  not  then  fo  much  as  we  S 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft. 
Who  halt  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin  j 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace,  | 

As  we  with  honour  and  refpeft  may  take,  - 

With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Baji^   He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Our  felves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

&z/.   Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already  j. 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd  ;, 
To  the  fea-fide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofmg  of  the  Cardinal : 
With  whom  your  felf,  my  fclf,  and  other  Lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  confummate  this  hufinefs  happily. 

Baji,  Let  it  be  fo  ;  and  you,  my  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd. 
Shall  wait  v.pon  your  father's  funeral. 

Henry.  At  V/or<efier  muft  his  body  b^  mtcrr'd. 
For  fo  he  wjll'd  it. 

Bafl,  Thither  fhall  it  th?n. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
The  lineal  ftate  and  glory  of  the  land  ! 
To  whom  with  all  fubmiffion  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices. 
And  true  fubjedlion  everlaflingly.  ^ 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  tnakff, 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Henry.  1  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  you  thanks. 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Baji.  Oh,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  before -hand  with  our  griefs. 
Thus  England  never  did,  and  never  fhall, 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  v/ound  it  felf. 
Now  tiiefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  thf  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms 
And  we  ft^all  ftiock  them.     Nought  fhall  make  us  rue, 
Jf  Ergtand  to  it  felf  do  reft  but  true,  ^Eycuri  oixras. 
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Dramatis  PiRSONif;, 

KING  Rkthard  the  Second. 
Dukeo/YoRKy  ■    Xtt    !  t    w" 

John  of  Gaunt,  Dukr  of  Lancafter,  f  ^"'^^  '*  fif  ^-^I- 
BoLiNGBROKE,  Ear/  of  Hereford,  -So?;  to  John  of  Gaunt, 

afterwards  King  Henry  the  Fourth^ 
AvMERLK,  Son  to  the  Duke  of  YotUt 
Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Earl  o/' Salisbury. 
JEari  Barkley. 
Bushy,     i 

Bagot,    >   ServaKti  *o  King  Rkhari, 
Green,    3 

Ear/of  NORTHVMBKRI-ASV,     ^ 

Per QY,  Sow  /"a  Northumberland,  f  ^  .     ,     r,  ..    •,     , 

j^oss  *  \  Friends  toBohnibrokc^ 

WiLLOUGHBY,  3 

<j',^  cC  y„  „  ^  »T  c ^  „  -.  :^  „    C   Friends  to  King  Richard, 

OirbTEPHEN    OCROOF}  >  ^ 

Fitzwater,  •J 

Surrey,  >  Lor^/;  /«  ^i>f  Parliament* 

^hhot  of  WEsrMTSsr%Rf  j 

Sir  Pierce  of  Exton,  one  of  Bolingbroke's  Creatures* 

A  Captain  of  a  band  of  Welfhmea, 

Queen  to  King  Richard. 

Dutchefs  o/*Gl.  OUCESTER, 

Dut chefs  of  York. 

Ladies  attending  en  the  ^een» 

Htraldsy  ttvo  GardinerSy  Keeper ^  Mejfenger^  and  etier  A*'' 
tendants. 
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Snier  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  ivitb  othtr  Nobles 
and  Attendants^, 

K.  Rich.  y'^^h'D  yohn  of  Gaitnt,  time-honour'd  Lari' 

V_4^  Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  bono>, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  Ion, 
Here  to  make  good  the  boiiVrous  late  Appeal, 
Which  then  our  leilure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  Duke  oi  Ncrfoik,  lhott:as  M(Kvbray? 

Gaunt,   I  havc;,  my  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  h:-,*  thou  founded  him. 
If  ihe  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubjecl  ihould, 
On  f<3me  knov.n  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

GauKt,  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument^ 
On  fonie  apparent  dancer  feen  in  him 
Aira'ii  a^  yous  f-iighiieii ;  fv>  invet'rate  maiice. 
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K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  ;  face  to  fac% 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  our  felves  will  hear 
Th'  accufcr,   and  th'  accufed  freely  fpeak  : 
High-ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire ; 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  fea ;  bifty  as  fire. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray* 

Boling.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  Sovereign,  my  moft  loving  Liege ! 

Monvb.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefs  5 
Until  the  heavens  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  for  j 
Namely  t'  appeal  each  other  of  high  tieafon. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  what  dofl  thou  objeft 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Moivhray  ? 

Boling.  Firft,  (Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech  ! ) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  fubje£l's  love, 
Tend'ring  tl:ie  precious  fafety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  mif-bcgotten  hate, 
Come  I  Appellant  to  this  priracely  prefence. 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak. 
My  body  fhall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  mv  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  milcreant.  * 

Mo%vh.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal  j 
'Tie  not  the  tryal  of  a  woman's  war, 
*rhe  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  ; 
The  blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fach  tame  patience  boaft. 
As  to  be  hu^it,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 

•  ••—  a  mifcrcnnt. 

Too  goof!  to  be  (oy  and  !oo  bad  to  live. 
Since  tliC  ir;ore  fair  and  cr/ftal  is  the  sky, 
The   uglier  f^-cni  the  c'ouds  that  in  it  fly; 
Once  inTe-  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Nure, 
With  a  fcul  traitor's  nvai  fti^fF  I  thy  throat, 
Andvvifli,  fo  pleafl-  my  Sovereign,  ere  \  rmve, 
Wlnt  my  lorguft  fptakt,  tny  right  druwQ  fwcra  D;ay  prAve- 
i'Uvb,  l,it  i!Bt,  *'t.  Finl 
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Firft  the  fair  rev'rence  of  your  Highnefs  curbs  me 

From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech. 

Which  elfe  would  poft,  until  it  had  return'd 

Thefe  terms  of  treafon  doubled  down  his  throat, 

Secting  aflde  his  high  blood's  royalty. 

Let  him  but  be  no  kinfman  to  my  Liege, 

And  I  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him, 

Call  him  a  flandcrous  coward,  and  a  villain  ; 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds. 

And  meet  him,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a-foot 

Even  to  the  f'ozen  ridges  of  the  ^Ips, 

Or  any  other  ground  unhabitable. 

Where  never  Englijhman  durft  fet  his  foot. 

Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty  ; 

By  all  my  hopes,  moft  fallly  doth  he  lie. 

Bcling,,  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage^ 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
(Which  fear,  not  rev'rence,  makes  thee  to  except ;) 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  ftoop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  elfe. 
Will  I  make  good  agsinft  thee,  arin  to  arm, 
What  I  have  fpoken,  as  what  thou  haft  devifed. 

Mozvb.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  fv/ofd  I  fwear. 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  fhoulder, 
I'll  anfvver  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  tryal  j 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight ! 

K.  Rich.  What  doth  our  coufin  lay  to  Moiubj-Hy' i  charge  ? 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  v/hat  I  faid,  my  life  fhall  prove.it  true  j 
That  Moivbroy  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles, 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highnefs'  foldiers. 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lesvd  irtiployments  j 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 
Befldes,  I  fay,  and  will  in  battel  prove, 
Or  here,  or  elfewhers,  to  the  fuf  chsHS  tcrge 

Vo:.,IV,  Z  TJia? 
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That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  EngUp  eye ; 

That  all  the  tr  afons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 

Complottcd  and  contrived  in  this  land, 

Fetch  from  falfe  Moivbray  their  firft  head  and  fpring. 

Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain, 

That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Glouccjieri  death, 

Suggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries. 

And  confequently,  like  a  traitor-coward, 

Sluc'd  out  his  inn' cent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood  ; 

Which  blood,  like  facrificing  Aber%,  cries 

Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth. 

To  me,  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement. 

And  by  the  glorious  woi  th  of  my  defccnt. 

This  arm  fiiall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foars! 
*Xhmas  of  Norfolk,  what  lay'ft  thou  to  this  ' 

Moivh.  O,  let  my  Sovereign  turn  away  his  face. 
And  bid  liis  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
'Till  I  have  told  this  flander  of  his  blood. 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.  Mc^vbray-y  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears. 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  our  kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  fon ; 
Now  by  my  fcepter's  awe,  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour-nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  priv'lcge  him,  nor  partialize 
Th'  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foul. 
He  is  our  fubjeft,  Mmvbray,  fo  art  thou. 
Free  fpeech  and  fearlefs  I  to  thee  allow. 

Moivb.  Then,  Bolirrbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart 
Through  the  falfe  pafl'age  of  thy  throat,  thou  heft. 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  1  had  for  Calais, 
rifburft  I  to  his  Highnefs'  foldiers  j 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confcnt, 
Por  that  my  fovereign  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen. 
Now  fwallow  down  that  lie.     For  GlouccJlt/i>  death, 
J  flew  him  not ;  but,  to  mine  own  difgracc, 
Ncglcftcd  ro^  fworn  duty  in  that  caf<^ 
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For  you,  my  noble  Lord  oi Lar.cajiery 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  I  did  lay  an  ambu/h  for  your  life, 
A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul ; 
But  ere  I  la  ft  received  the  facrament, 
I  did  confefs  it,  and  exadly  begg'd 
Your  Grace's  pardon  ;  and  I  hope  I  had  '\U 
This  is  my  fault  j  as  for  the  reft  appcal'd. 
It  iffues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  moft  degen'rate  traitor  : 
V/hich  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend. 
And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 
Upon  this  ovei -weening  traitor's  foot, 
7  o  prove  my  it\i  a  loyal  gentleman, 
Even  \n  the  beft  blood  chamber'din  his  bofom. 
In  hafte  whereof  moft  heartily  I  pray 
Your  Highnefs  to  aflign  our  tryal-day. 

K.  Itiib.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  berul'dbymsj 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood  :  * 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun. 
We'll  calm  the  Duke  oi  Norfolk,  you  your  fon. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  fhall  become  my  age  j 
Throv/ down,  my  fon,  theDukeof  iVbr/5//4's  gage. 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfvlk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.   When,  Harry,  when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  J  fliould  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down,  we  bid ;  there  is  no  boot. 

Moivb.  My  felf  I  throw,  dread  Sovereign,  at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  /halt  command,  but  not  my  fhamc  j 
The  one  my  duty  owes ;  but  my  fair  name, 
Defpight  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave. 
To  dark  difhonour's  ufe  thou  /halt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffkd  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  flander's  venom'd  fpear  : 

• without  letting  blood: 

This  we  prefcribe  though  no  pl.yflclan, 
Dtcp  malice  makes  too  deepincifion  : 
Fort^et,  forgi\c,  conclude  and  be  agreed, 
Our  dcftors  fay,  this  ii  no  lime  to  bleed. 
Good  uncle,  crc. 

Za  The 
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The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blgod  --I 

Which  breath'd  this  poifon.  ' ' 

K.  Rich.  Rage  muil  be  withftood  : 

2r^\  ^'^  ^^^^ '  ■^^°"'  ""^^^  Leopards  tame. 
Moivb.  Yea,  but  not  ch^ge  their  fpots :  take  but  my 
ihame. 
And  I  rcfign  my  gage.     My  dear,  dear  Lord, 

1  he  pureft  treafure  mortal  limes  afford. 
Is  fpotlefs  reputation  j  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr'd-up  cheft. 
Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  ia  one ; 
1  ake  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
1  hen,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try. 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

I^.Rtch.  Coufm,  throw  down  your  gage ;  do  you  begin. 

cu  u '"^*  ^^'  teav'h  defend  my  feu!  from  fuch  foul  fin! 

Shall  1  feeni  creft-fall'n  in  my  father's  fight. 

Or  with  pah  haggard  fear  impeach  my  height, 

Before  this  out-dar'd  daflard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 

Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong. 

Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  fhall  tear 

The  flavi/h  motive  of  recanting  fear. 

And  fpit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  difgrace, 

Where  fliame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Motvbrays  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt, 
K.  Rich,  We  were  not  bom  to  fue,  but  to  command. 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends. 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  /hall  anfw^r  it. 
At  Co'ventry,  upo.i  Sajnt  Lamhert\  day. 
There  fliall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  diff'rence  of  your  fettled  hate  : 
Since  v/e  cannot  attone  you,  you  fhall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  victor's  chivalry. 
Lord  Marfhal,  bid  our  ofHcers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  dired  thefe  homcalarms.  {Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE   III.      The  Duke  of  Lanca/ler'f  falace. 
Enter  Gaunt  and  Dutcbefs  of  Gloucefter. 

Caunt,  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Glo'fter*%  blood  * 
Doth  more  follicit  me  than  your  exclaims. 
To  ftir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  fince  corre<Slion  lyeth  in  thofe  hands. 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correal. 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heav'n  \ 
Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth. 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders  heads. 

Dutch.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  /harper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
EdiuariTt  fev'n  fons,  whereof  thy  {c\i  art  one, 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  of  his  facred  blood  ; 
Or  fev'n  fiair  branches  fpringing  from  one  root  j 
Some  of  thofe  fev'n  are  dry'd  by  nature's  courfe  ; 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deft'nies  cut : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  tKjrd,  my  life,  my  Glo'fcr^ 
(One  vial  full  of  Edivard^  facred  blood, 
One  tlourifhing  branch  of  his  moil  royal  root) 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt  j 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  I'ummer  leaves  all  faded^ 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ail,  Gaunt !  his  blood  was  thine  ;  that  bed,  that  \vomb» 
That  metal,  that  felf-mould  that  faftion'd  thee. 
Made  Jiim  a  man ;  and  though  thou  liv'ft  and  bre^*ft> 
Vet  art  thou  /lain  in  him  j  thou  doil  confent 
In  feme  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  deathj 
Iii  chat  thou  kefi  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
Wi)c  was  rhe  model  of  thy  father's  life, 
C  iil!  ;t  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  defpair. 
In  i'ufieiing  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd,, 
Thon  ihew'il  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life. 
Teaching  {^trn  murther  how  to  batcher  thee, 
'i'hat  which  in  mean  men  wc  entitle  patiente. 
It-  paje  cold  cowardife  in  noble  breafls. 
Whiftt  /hsll  I  fay;    to  fafeguard  thine  own  life, 
'i'lif  ':?efl  vv5y  is  ly  "venge  mj  Gh^Jier'i  deaih, 

*  aitafi'i'i  I'hf.  rf'a»'cn  he  had  IP  ir.- 

7.  3  Caufit, 
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Gaunt.  God's  is  the  quarre!  j  for  God's  fubftituts. 
His  deputy  anoiated  in  iiis  fight. 
Hath  caus'd  his  d-ath;  the  which  if  v/rongfuUy, 
Lee  God  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Butch.  Where  then,  alas,  niay  I  complain  my  felf? 

Gaunt.  To  heav'n,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 

Dutch.  Why  then  1  will ;  farewel,  old  Gauv.tj  farc--^  ci ! 
Thou  go' ft  to  Coventry y  there  to  behold 
Our  coufin  Hereford  and  itW  Moiubray  fight. 
O,  fit  my  hufband's  wrongs  on  Hereford' $  fpear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Moivbray^  breaft  ! 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  career. 
Be  Mctvtr  y''s  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom. 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courfer's  back. 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiff"  recreant  to  my  coufm  Hereford! 
Farewel,  c!d  Gaunt ^  thy  *  fometime  brother's  wife 
With  her  ccmpr.nion  grief  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt..  S'l^r,  farewel  j  I,m\i&  to  Coventry, 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me ! 

Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more  •  grief  boundeth  where  it  falls, 
Not  with  the  empty  hcllownefs,  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun;. 
For  forrow  ends  not,  v/hen  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  Edmund  York,. 
Lo,  this  is  all — nay,  yet  depart  not  fo,     - 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  (o  quickly  go  t 
I  fhall  remember  more.     Bid  him — oh,  what  ? 
With  all  good  fpeed  at  Piajhie  vifit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  York  fee  there 
But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurniHi'd  walls. 
Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  ftones  ? 
And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans.' 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 
To  feek  our  forrow  that  dwells  every  where  j 
All  defolate  will  I  from  hence  and  die ; 
The  laft  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.       [Exeunt, 

*  SometJQic, /«r  formerly. 

SCENE 


King  Richard  IT.  263 

SCENE     IV.      the  Lip,  at  Coventry. 
Enter  the  Lord  Marjhal  and  the  Duke  Aumerle. 

Mar,  My  Lord  Aumerle ^  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ? 

Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  fprightful  all  and  bold. 
Stays  but  thefummons  of  th'  Appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum.  Why  then  the  champions  are  prepar'd,  and  ftay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefty's  approach.  [flourip, 

'Tic  trumpets  found,  and  the  King  enters  ivith  his  Nobles ; 

ivben  they  are  jet,  Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfoljc  in  arms 

Dfendant,  ivith  an  Herald, 

K.  Rich.  MarfhaJ,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms  j 
Aik  him  his  nanie,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar,  In  God's  name  and  the  King's,  fay  who  thou  art: 

[To  Mowb.ray,* 
And  w^hy  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms: 
AgaJiift  what  man  thou  com' ft,  and  what  thy  quarrel. 
Speak  truly  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath. 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  ! 

Moivb.  My  name  is  Thomas  Moivhray,  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which  heav'n  forbid  a  knight  ihould  violate,) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth. 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  fucceeding  ifTue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford,  that  appeals  me  ; 
And  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  felf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me ; 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  ! 

The  trumpets  found.     Enter  Bolingbroke  Appellant y  in 
armoury  ivith  an  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marflial,  a/k  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and'  why  he  cometh  hither. 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  : 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
Depofe  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

il4<jr,  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com'il  thou  hither. 

Before 
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Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts  ?  [To  Boling. 

Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heav'n ! 

Boling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajier  and  Derby 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heav'ns  Grace  and  my  body's  valour. 
In  lifts,  on  Thomat  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dangerous. 
To  God  of  heav'n.  King  Richard,  and  to  me  } 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  ! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold. 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts, 
Except  the  Marfhal,  and  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  direft  thefe  fair  defigns. 

Soling.  Lord  Marftial,  let  me  kifs  my  Sovereign's  hand. 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty : 
For  Moivbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  j 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave 
And  loving  farewel  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  Th* Appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  H'ghr.ef'^, 

[To  K.  K\ch.. 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcenu  and  fold  him  in  our  arm*:. 
Coufm  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right. 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight ! 
Farewel,  my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  /Hed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Baling.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
F©r  me,  if  I  be  aor'd  with  Moivbray  &  fpear  : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Moivbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
Of  you,  my  noble  Coufin,  Lord  Ativ:erle.  '* 
Oh  thou  !  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood.       [Tc  ©annr , 

•  -•--  Lord  /luwerlt: 

Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death. 

But  lufty,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath. 

Lc,  as  at  Ers!\(!)  fealll,  To  I  regrect 

The  dainticU  Uil,  to  iTjakc  the  end  iroft  fwcct; 

Oh  ihou Whcft; 
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Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  vidlory  fibove  my  head. 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers  ; 
And  with  thy  bleflings  fteal  my  lance's  point. 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat. 
And  furbifh  new  the  name  of  jfohn  o'  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  fon. 

Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profpereus ! 
Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution. 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled  on. 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cafk 
Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  brave  and  live  ? 

Soling.  Mine  innocence,  God  and  St.  George  to  thrive  ! 

Moivb.  However  heav'n  or  fortune  caft  my  lot. 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  iJ/V/j^riTs  throne, 
A  loyal,  juft  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Ne^'er  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroul'd  enfranchifement. 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  feafl:  of  battel  with  mine  adverfary. 
Moft  mighty  Liege,  and  my  companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wifh  of  happy  years  } 
As  gentle  snd  as  jocund,  as  to  jeft, 
Go  I  to  fight :  truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord,   fecurely  I  efpy 
Virtue  with  valour,  couched  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  tryal,  Marihal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafier  and  Derhy^ 
Receive  thy  lance,  and  heav'n  defend  thy  right  U. 

Boiiiig.   Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  y^men  ! 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafler  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  hh  Sovereign,  and  himfelf. 
On  pain  to  be  found   falfe  and  recreant. 
To  prove  tlie  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowhray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 
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a  Her,  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Moivbray,  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk. 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
H'.nry  of  Hereferd,  hancaflcr  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal : 
Courageoufly,  and  with  a  free  defire, 
Attending  but  the  fignal  to  begin.         [A  Charge  founded^ 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets,  and  fet  forward,  combatants. 
——But  ftay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their  fpeais. 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 
While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

\_A  long  Flourip,  after  ivhicb  the  King  /peaks  .*# 
the  Dukes. 

Draw  near 

And  lift  what  with  cur  Council  we  have  done. 

For  that  our  Kingdom's  earth  /hould  not  be  foil'fil 

With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  foftered  j 

And,  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpeft 

Of  civil  wounds  plough'd  up  with  neighbours  fwords  ; 

And  for  we  think,  the  eagle-winged  pride 

Of  fky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts. 

With  rival-hating  envy,  fet  you  on. 

To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  ileep. 

But  thus  rouz'd  up  with  boift'rous  untun'd  drums. 

And  harfh-refounding  trumpets  dreadful  bray,  ,"? 

And  grating  rtiock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  be  affrighted. 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood  : 

Therefore,  we  banifh  you  our  territories. 

You,  coufin  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death, 

*Till  twice  five  fummers  have  cnrich'd  our  fields. 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifliment. 

Baling.  Your  will  be  done  :  this  muft  my  comfort  be. 

That  fon  that  warms  you  here,  /hall  fhine  on  me  : 

And  thofe  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  lent. 

Shall 
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Shall  point  pn  me,  and  gild  my  baniihment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom. 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 
The  fly-flow  hours  fliall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return. 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Moivb.  A  heavy  fentence,  my  moft  fovereign  Liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs'  mouth  : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maim^ 
As  to  be  cafl:  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  defcrved  at  your  Highnefs'  hands. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years. 
My  native  Etrglijh,  now  I  muft  forego  } 
And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more. 
Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp. 
Or  like  a  cunning  inftrument  cas'd  up. 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony.  * 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe. 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  : 
What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  deat^. 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath? 

K.Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  comp<iflionate  j 
After  our  fentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Moivb.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light, 
To  dwell  in  folemn  fliades  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  ye. 
Xay  oa  our  royal  fword  your  banifli'd  hands; 
3  wear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heav'n 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifli  with  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifter  : 
You  never  fhall,  fo  help  you  truth,  and  heav'n, 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banifliment, 

•  -•••the  harmony. 

Wiihin  my  mouth  you  hzve  engoal'd  my  tongue, 

Dojbly  portcullib'd  with  my  teeth  andlipi. 

And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 

Is  made  my  goalcr  to  aucnd  on  inc. 

1  aw  coo  'jid'*--"  ^ 
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Nor  ever  l©ok  upon  each  other's  face. 

Nor  ever  write,  regreet,   or  reconcile 

This  low' ring  teriipeft  of  your  home-bred  hate. 

Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet. 

To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  il], 

'Gainft  us,  our  ftate,  our  fubjefts,  or  cur  land. 

Boling.  I  fwear. 

Monvb,  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Boling.  Norfolk  J  (o  far,  as  to  ftiine  enemy ;— — 

[In  falutation. 
By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us. 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wandred  ifl  the  air, 
Banifh'd  this  frail  fepulchre  of  our  flefh. 
As  now  our  fiefh  is  banifh'd  from  this  land. 
Confefs  thy  treafonS,  ere   thou  fly  this  realm  j 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

M<nvb.  No,  Bolingbroke ;  if  evet  I  were  traitorj 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'ri,  thou,  and  I  do  know. 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  fhall  rue. 
Farewel,  my  Liege  ;  now  fio  way  can  I  Itray  j 
Save  back  to  England  all  the  World's  mv  way.         [Exit^ 
SCENE    V. 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafTes  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart ;  thy  fad  afpe(fl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  baniiVd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  ;  fix  frozen  winters  fpent,  • 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banifhmenr. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lyes  in  one  little  word  ! 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  Vranton  fprings 
End  in  a  word  ;  fuch  is  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  Lieg"e,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
But  little  vantage  Ihall  I  reap  thereby  : 
For  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  fpend 
Can  change  tlieir  moons,  and  bring  their  times  aboaf. 
My  oyl-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bevfafled  light, 
Shall  be  ^XidS'^  >vith  see,  and  endkfs  night ; 

My 
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My  inch  ©f  taner  will  be  burnt,  and  done. 
And  bliodfold  death  not  let  me  lee  my  Ion. 

K.  Rub.  Why,  uncle  ?  thou  iiaft  many  years  to  h've. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute.  King;,  that  thou  canft  give} 
Morten  my  days  thou  canfl:  wi^h  fullen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow : 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  farrow  me  with  age. 
But  ftop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him  for  my  death  ; 
But  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath, 

K.  Rtcb.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verditl  gave  j 
Why  at  our  juftice  feem'ft  thou  then  to  low'r  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte  prove  in  digeftion  fow'rj 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father, 
Alas,  I  look'd  when  fome  of  you  ihould  fay, 
I  was  too  ftridl  to  malce  mine  own  away  : 
Bat  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Agaiiift  my  \vill,  to  do  my  felt  this  wrong, 
A  partial  (lander  fought  I  to  avoid. 
And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  deftroy'd. 

K.  Rick.  Coufin,  farewel !  and,  uncle,  bid  him  Co : 
Six  years  we  banilh  him,  and  he  /hall  go.  [F/ouri/b.]  [Exit, 
SCENE    VI. 

./^■m.  Coufin,  farewel  !  what  prefence  muft  not  know. 
From  where  you  do  remain  let  paper  ihow. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  1,  for  I  will  ride 
As  tar  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  to  what  purpofe  dofb  thou  hoard  thy  words^ 
T-hat  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Baling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
When  the  tongue's  office  ftiould  be  prodigal. 
To  breathe  th'  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Bch.ng.  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters  ?   they  are  quickly  gone. 

Moling.  To  men  in  joy  ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten, 

Gaurt,  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafure. 

Jiilir.g.  My  heart  wUJ  figh,  whea  I  miicall  it  ib, 

Voi.JV.  A  a  Which 
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Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fullen  paiTage  of  thy  weary  ften^ 
Efteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home  return. 
All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  neeeflity  to  rcafon  thus  ; 
There  is  r.o  I'irtue  like  neceff.ty. 
Go  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour. 
And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thee.     Or  fuppofe 
Devouring  pef^ilcnce  hangs;  in  cur  air, 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frefher  clime. 
Look  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lye  that  way  thou  go'il,  not  whence  thou  cem'ft. 
Suppofe  the  finging  birds  muficians  ; 
The  grafs  wharecn  thou  tread'ft,  the  prcfcnce-floor  } 
The  flow'rs  fair  ladies  ;  and  thy  fteps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightful  nieafure  or  a  dance. 

Boling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  nfe  in  his  hamJ 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caiicafus  V 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  (now 
By    chinking  on  fantaftick  fummer's  heat? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  ; 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  wnen  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  c&me,  my  fon,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way ; 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caule,  1  would  net  ftay. 

Bc/!?ig.Thc-n,EfjgIeina'E  ground,  farewei !  fweet  foil,  aiiiea  ? 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  beai-s  me  ySt, 
Where-c'er  I  wander,  boail  of  this  I  can. 
Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  true-born  Engliptnan.      [ExciPit. 

SCENE    VII.     The  Cmt. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Bagot  and  Green  at  one  door,  ajidthf 

Lord  Aumeile  at  the  other, 

K.Rich.  We  did  indeed  ohf€rve—Coufin.^HWfr.'f, 
Hosv  fat  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

j^hff}.  I  broyrfhi'highi/fAy^rtff;  jfyov^i  him  To, 

But 
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But  tor  the  next  high-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K.  Rich.  And  fay,  what  ftorc  of  parting  tears  were  /hed  * 

^um.  'Faith,  none  by  me  ;  except  the  north  eaft  \yind 
(Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheum,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.i?/(rZ»."VVhat  faid  your  coufm  when  you  parted  with  him  ? 

Aum.  Fareiwl! 
And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word,  That  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreflion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  grave. 
But  would   the  word  faretvel  have  lengthen' d  hours. 
And  added  years  to  his  fliort  banishment. 
He  /liould  have  had  a  volume  of  fareivels ; 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.   He  is  our  kinfman,  coufm  ;  but  'tis  doubt. 
When  time  fliall  call  him  home  from  banifhment. 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felf,  and  Bujhy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Obferv'd  his  courtfhip  to  the  commen  people  : 
Hew  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts,    ■ 
With  humble  and  famihar  courtefie  ! 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaves  ; 
Wooing  poor  crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  fmiles. 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banifh  their  afteftions  with  him. 
Oft'  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfler-wench  j 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid  God  Ipecd  him  well. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee. 
With  thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friendi  \ 
As  were  our  England  in  reverfion  his. 
And  he  our  fubjccls'next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  u^  thefe  thoughts  I" 
Now  for  the  rebeb,  which  ftand  out  in  I-ciand, 
Expedient  manage  muft  be  n:ade,  my'Liege  j 
Dre  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  Highnefs'  lofs. 

K.  Rich.  We  \\  ill  our  felf  in  perfon  to  this  waf  J 
Aad,  for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  court 

A  a  a  Ani 
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And  liberal  laigcfs  are  grown  feme  what  light, 
■IVe  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm, 
The  revenue  whereof  fhail  furnifh  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  j  if  they  come  fhort, 
Our  '"ubftitutes  at  home  fhall  have  blauk  thavten ! 
Whereto,  when  they  Ihall  know  what  men  are  rich 
They  fhall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  fums  of  gold. 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants  : 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufhy. 

K.  Rich.  What  news  ? 

Bupy,  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  fick,  my  Lord, 
Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  fent  poft  hafte 
T'  intreat  your  Majefty  to  vifit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Where  lyes  he? 

Bupy.  At  Ely'houje. 

K.  Rich,  Now  put  it,  heav'n,  in  his  phyficlan*s  mliri. 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ? 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  /hall  make  coats 
T©  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irijh  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him: 
Pray  heav'n  we  may  make  halte,  and  come  too  late !  £Fxr. 

A  C  T    II.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 
E  LT-H  OU  S  E. 

Enter  ©aunt/c*,  ivitb  she  Duke  of  York. 
Caunt,  "f  A  7  1 L  L  the  King  come,  that  I  may  hreatiie 

W  my  laft 

In  wholefomc  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth  > 

York.  Vex  not  your  felf,  and  ftrive  nat  with  your  breath  ; 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  Oh  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Jnforce  attention  like  deep  harmony: 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they're  feldom  fpcnt  in  vain  5 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain,  • 

•  — -their  words  in   pain. 

He  that  no  laorc  mult  fay,  's  liflcn'd  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  aoJ  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe 
More  are  mens  ends  raarK'd  than  their  lives  befofc  : 

The  fetting  fun,  and  mjfick  in  the  cJoliB. 

A3 
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York.  Hi?  ear  is  ftopt  with  oth»r  flart'ring  charms, 
As  praifcs  of  his  ftate  ;  there  are  bcluie 
Lafcivious  meeters,    to  whofc  tcRom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  yjuth  doth  always  iifcenr 
Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifh  nation 
Limps  after^  in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpedl  how  vile,) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard. 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard.*  ' 

Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd. 
And  thus  expiring  do  foretel  of  him. 
His  rafh,   fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 
Small  fhow'rs  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  fljort  J 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes  j 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder  j 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  felf. 
This  royal  throne  of  Kings,  this  fccpter'd  Ifle, 
This  earth  of  Majefty,  this  feat  of  Man, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradifcy 
This  fortrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 
Againft  infeftion,  and  the  hand  of  war  j 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  worW, 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filver  fea. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfivs  to  a  houfc, 
Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happy  lands  j 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  King?. 

As  the  laft  taftc  of  (wcets  is  fwecteft  lalt, 
Writ  in  rcTiembrance,  more  than  things  long  part  ;       ^ 
Tho'igh  P.'tchar'i  my  life's  counfel  would   not  hear, 
^5y  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undcaf  his  car. 

Ti,Tk.'  Hii  ear  •  -  -  - 
•  -  ■  -  With  wits  rertard. 

D:i'cft  not  hiai>  whjfe  way  himfelf  will  ch  tfe; 
»ris  breath  thou  lackM,  and  ih^t  breath  wilt  thoj  lofe. 

ianyrt,  Mv'think»  F  am    --» 

A  a  3  FearM 
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Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  biitiH 

Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home. 

For  chriftian  fei-vice  and  true  chivalry. 

As  is  the  fepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 

Of  the  world's  ranfom,  blefled  Mary^s  fon  ; 

This  land  of  fivch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  land. 

Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 

Is  now  leas'd  out,  (I  die  pronouncing  it) 

LiJce  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm. 

England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fe»,  ^ 

"Whofe  rocky  fhore  beats  back  the  envious  lieg". 

Of  watry  Neptune,  is  bound  in  with  Ihame, 

With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 

That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others^, 

Hath  made  a  fhameful  conqueft  of  it  felf. 

Ah  !  would  the  fcandal  vaniih  with  my  life, 

How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death ! 

SCENE    II.     Enter  King  Richard,  %f.?.v  A«- 
merk,  Bufhy,  Green,  Bagat,  Rof?,  and  Willoughby. 
Tork.  The  King  is  come,  deal  miUly  with  his  yoiith  j 

For  young  hot  colts,  being  'rag'd,  do  ra^e  the  more. 
^nen.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle  Lancafier  f 
K.Rich.Whzt  comfort,  man?  Hovv  is' t  with  aa^ed  Ga^istf* 

•  .....with  aged  Gaunt} 
Gaunt.  Gh,  how  thai  name  befits  my  cowpontlon! 
Old  Gaunt  indeed,  ami  gaiinJ  in  being  oia: 
Within  me  grief  hach  kept  a  tedious  fail; 
And  who  abftainsfom  meat,  thar  isnot  gauit,- 
For  flecping  England  long  tirnR  have  I  waicht. 
Watching  breeds  Icinnefsjeannefs  is  allgait'iCi 
The  pk-afiifc  that  fnmc  fathers  (ced  apon, 
Is  my  tlriftfjft,  I  mean  my  children'*  Ib.^Ic'. 
And  therein  fatliiig  halt  thou  mi'ietu::  giiPt ; 

Gaunt  am  1  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grav^,  * 

Whjfchellow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bu  lies. 

K.Rjcb.  Canfick  men  play  ib  nicely  v\itluhe;rn3mei: 
CauKt   No,  mifery  raakcsfportiomoik  itfelf : 

Since  thou  doftll-ck  to  kill  my  name  in 'n,:, 

I  mock  my  name,  Ri  eat  Kivg,  to  fiaticr  the. 

K.  Pi:h.  Should  dying  men  fl.'.ttcr  thofe  that  I've  ? 

CAMJit.  No,  no,  ir.en  living  flatt.'.r  thofc  rhat  die^ 

fC.Rich.  Thou  nowadying  faj'llthou  Hatte.M  me. 

CAipjt,  Oh  no,  tkou  d;  'ft,  though  I  tiis  fickst  bw\  K-  Bki 
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Gaunt.  Ill  in  my  k\i,  but  feeing  thee  too,  ill. 
Thy  deatfi-bed  is  no  lefler  than  the  land. 
Wherein  thou  lyefl  in  reputation  lick  j 
And  thou,  too  careiefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'll  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Ot"  thofe  phvficians  that  firft  wounded  thee : 
A  tliouland  iiatt'rers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
"Whole  compaTs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head. 
And  yet  incaged  in  lo  fmall  a  verge. 
Thy  wafe  is  no  whitlefiev  than  thy  land. 
Oh,  had  thy  grandlire  with  a  prephefs  eye 
S.'.?n.  how  Iw-.  Ton's  Ion  fhould  deftroy  his  fons. 
From  tort'i  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  Ihame, 
Dpp'>ring  rhee  before  thou  wert  polTeft, 
Who  art  poflefi:  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  coufin,  vv*rc  thou  Regent  of  the  world. 
It  were  a  fhanrie  to  let  this  land  by  leafe : 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  land, 
I-:  it  not  more  than  fhame  to  /hame  it  fo  ? 
LanaJiid  of  E^-giand  art  thon,  and  not  King: 
Thy  ftdte  o'er  law  is-  bondOave  to  the  law. 
And 

K.  Rich,  And  thou^  a  lun^tick  lean  whted  fool, 
Prei  itning  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dir'li;  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek,  chafing  the  royal  blood 
Wi'h  fuiy  from  his  native  rcfideucc.  i 

Now  by  HiV  feat's  right  royal  iMajefty, 
Wcit  thou  not  brother  to  great EdivartTs  fon. 
This  tongp-ie  that  runs  fo  roi;ndIy  in  thy  head 
Should  ruj;  thy  head  from  thy  unrevercnt  Ihoulders. 

Giur.t.  Oh,  fp.ire  me  not,  my  brother  £(/^ari'5  fon. 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edzvard's  fon. 
That  blood  alr'^ady,  like  the  Pelican, 
Hart  tJiou  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 
iVly  hroth-^x  Glo\liery  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  faxr  befal  in  heav'n  'mong'ft  happy  fouls!) 
May  be  u  precedent  and  v.-itnefs  good, 

K.  R'i:h.  I  aTj  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill- 
Oai*yi!.  Now  he  taa;  made mt,  kfiO-vs  I  fee  thcc  ilL 
III  ia  ity  tilt  ••-.  That 
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That  tho«  refpetHr'ft  not  fpillijig  Ed'ward'?.  bioo^. 
Join  with  the  prefent  ficknefs  that  1  havc^ 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  hke  crooked  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long-wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  Ihame,  but  die  not  fhame  with  thcc! 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentcrs  be ! 
Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave: 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have.  [Ert-;, 

K.Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fuilcns  have  j 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave, 

York.  I  do  beleech  your  Majefly,  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  fickh'nefs,  and  age  : 
He  loves  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  j'ou  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Her  ford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.  Right,  you  fay  true  j  as  Htreford's  love,  fo  his  j 
Ai  theirs,  fo  mine }  and  all  be  as  it  is  ! 

SCENE    in.      Zjj/lt  Northumberland. 
North.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 
K.  Rich.  What  fays  old  Gaunt  f  [Majefty. 

North.  Nay,  nothing  j  all  is  faid : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftriiiglefs  inftrument. 
Words,  life,   and  all,  old  Laricajier  hath  fpent. 

York.  Be  York  the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fo ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rieh.  The  ripeft  mjit  firPr  fiills,  and  fo  doth  hz  ; 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 
So  much  for  that.     Now  for  our  Irifr  wars ; 
We  muft  fupplani:  thofe  rough  rug-headed  kerns. 
Which  live  like  venom,  vv  here  no  venom  elle. 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 
And,  for  thefe  great  affairs  do  afk  fome  charge. 
Towards  our  afiiftance  we  do  feizt  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues  and  moveable?. 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  frand  poileft. 

York.  How  long  ftiall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  hoiv  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fuller  wrong  ? 
-'^ot  Glo'Jicr's  death,  not  Ilerfford's  baniHiment, 
Not  Gaunt" s  rebukes,  nor  Er gland's,  private  wrongs, 
Kor  the  prevention  or  poor  hoUr.ghrcke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  dilgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  i'ow'r  tay  patient  cheek.  Or 
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Or  htni.  one  wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  face. 
I  am  th?  lall  cf  noble  Edward's  fons. 
Hi  whom  thy  father  Prince  of  IVales  was  firft  : 
In  war,  v-as  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce  j 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild, 
'I  ban  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  ; 
Hii  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he 
Acconipliih'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
Btt  when  lie  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  His  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend  j  and  fpent  not  that 
"Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won. 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh  Richardy  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfe  he  never  wculd  compare  between—— 

K.  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

York,  Oh,  my  Liege !  * 
Seek  yoa  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford Yivt  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,   and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-defer ving  fon  ? 
Take  Hereford'' s  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights. 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day. 
Be  not  thy  felf.     For  how  art  thou  a  King 
But  by  fair  fequence  and  fucceflion  ? 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford'' s  right. 
Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath. 
By  his  attorneys-general,  to  fue 
His  livery,  and  deny  his  offer'd  homage  ; 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head  j 
You  lofe  a  thoufand  well-difpofed  hearts } 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts 

*..~....  my  Liege, 
Pardon  if  you  pleafe;  if  not, 
J,  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardoa'd,  am  content* 
Seek  you  co  fe.zc}  cr<^ 

Which 


2y%  King  Richard  IT. 

Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  ycu  will  j  we  feize  into  our  hands 
Hi'^  plate,  his  goods,  his  mony,  and  his  lands. 

York.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while  ;  my  Liege,  farewel ! 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood. 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit, 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bujhyy  to  the  Earl  of  WUtJhlri  flraighty 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houffy 
To  fee  this  bufintffs  done :  to-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  fclf, 
Our  uncle  Tor\  Lord-governor  of  England: 
For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on,  our  Queen,  to-morrow  mufl  we  part  ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  fhort.  [Flourijh. 

[Exeunt  King,  ^een^  &c. 
5  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Manent  Northumberland,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs, 
North.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lancajhr  is  dead, 
Rcfs.  And  living  teo,  for  now  his  fon  is  Duke. 
ff^il/o.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  iiad  her  right. 
Rofs.  My  heart  is  great  j  but  it  muft  break  with  Clence, 
Ere't  be  difburthen'd  with  a  lib'ral  tongue. 
North.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind  j  and  let  him  ne'er  fpealc 
more 
That  fpeaks  thy 'words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

PFillo.  Tends  what  you'd  fpeak,  to  th'Duke  o£ Hereford? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldiy,  man : 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North.  Now  afore  heav'n,  it's  fhamefuch  wrongs  arc  bom 
In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  mnny  more 
Of  nob^  blood  in  this  declining  land  ; 
"  The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers  j  and  what  they  will  inicrm 

Merely  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 

Tliali 
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That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

'Gainft  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Rojs.  The  Commons  hath  he  piil'd  with  grievous  tixcJ, 
And  loft  their  hearts  j  the  nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

JVillo.  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd  j 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  I  wot  not  what : 
But  what  o'  God's  name  doth  become  of  this  ? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath  not^ 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 
That  which  his  anceftors  atchicv'd  with  blows : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  pence,  than  they  in  wars. 

Rofs.  The  Earl  oi  WUtpirc  hath  the  realm  in  farrfl. 

WHlo.  The  King's  grown  bankmpt,  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  diiTolution  hang  o'er  him, 

Roj%.  He  hath  not  mony  for  thefe  Irijh  wars, 
(His  burthenous  taxations  notwithftanding) 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifti'd.Duke. 

Noitb.  His  noble  kinfman  —  moft  degenerate  King  ! 
But,  Lords,  we  hear  tliis  fearful  tempeft  fing. 
Yet  feek  no  fhelter  to  avoid  the  ftorm  : 
We  ice  the  wind  lit  fore  upon  our  fails. 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fccurely  perifh. 

Rofs.  We  (cz  the  very  wrecii  that  we  muft  fuffer. 
And  unavoidable  the  danger  mow. 
For  fuff'ring  fo  the.  caufes  of  our  wreck. 

North,  Not  fo ;  ev'n  througli  the  hollow  eyes  of  death 
I  fpy  life  peering  ;  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  ti:e  tidings  of  our  comfort  are. 

JVillo.  Nay,  let  us  ftiare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours* 

Roj%.   Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Noithutnberland  j 
We  three  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpealting  fo. 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus,  my  friends.   I  have  from  Port  h  Blanc, 
A  bay  in  Bretagns,  had  intelligence. 
That  Harry  Ht^rtford,  Rainald  Lord  Cohham, 
That  iate  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter^ 
His  brother,   Arcbbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpinwham,  with  Sir  Jibn  Rainjiof^ 
And  Sir  John  Narbiric,  Sir  Rehert  JVstmon, 

And 
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And  Francis  CoineSf 

All  thefc  well  fumifh'd  by  the  Duke  of  Brela^w^ 
With  eight  tall  fhips,  three  thoufand  men  of  wai". 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  fnore  5 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Irelattd. 
If  then  we  will  fhake  off  our  flavifli  yoak. 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing. 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemifli'd  crown. 
Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  our  fcepter's  gilt. 
And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  felf ; 
Away  with  me  in  hafte  to  Ra-venfpurg, 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo. 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go. 

Rofs.  To  horfe,  to  horfe !  urge  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 
IVillo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there.    [Exe, 
SCENE    V.      rhe  Court  of  Englzixd. 
Enter  Queen,  Bufhy,  and  Bagot. 
Bujhy.  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  much  too  fad  : 

You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 

To  lay  afide  felf-harming  heavinefs. 

And  entertain  a  chearful  difpofition. 

^een.  To  pleafe  the  King,  I  did  ;  to  pleafe  xny  Cd^, 

I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe 

Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grie^. 

Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  guelt 

As  my  fweet  Richard  :  yet  again  methinks 

Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 

Is  coming  tow'rd  mc ;  and  my  inward  foul 

With  nothing  tremble?,  yet  at  fomething  grieve?, 

More  than  with  parting  frem  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bupy.  Each  fubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  /hadow-S 

Which  fhew  like  grief  it  felf,  but  are  not  U  : 

For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 

Divides  one  thing  entire,  t©  many  objects  5 

Like  perfpedives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  npoa 

Shew  nothing  but  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 

Diftinguifh  form.     So  your  fwc«st  MajelTy  •• 

Leokijis  awry  upon  your  Lord's  departure. 
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Finds  rtiapes  of  grief,  more  than  himl'elf  to  wail. 
Which  look'd  on  as  they  are,  are  nought  but  fliadows 
Of  what  they  are  not  j  gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 
More  than  your  Lord's  departure  j  more's  not  feen  i 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye. 
Which  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

^efi.  It  may  be  fo  j  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me  otherwife  :  how-e'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  moft  heavy  fad.  * 

Bujhy.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  Lady, 
S^uet-n.  'Tis  nothing  lefs  j  conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 
From  fome  fore-father  grief ;  mine  is  not  fo.-j* 
But  what  it  is  not  known  j  'tis  namelefs  woe, 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  Green. 

Green.  Hcav'n  fave  your  Majefty  I  and  well  met,  gentle; 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  ftiipt  for  Ire/and.  [men 

^een.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope  he  is ! 
For  his  ddigns  crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope  : 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  /hipt  ? 

Green.  Thnt  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  Power, 
And  driv'n  into  defpair  an  enemy 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land. 
The  bani/h'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himfelf  j 
And  with  up-lifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenjpurg. 

^ueen.  New  God  in  heav'n  forbid! 

Green.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true  ;  and  what  Is  worfe. 
The  Lord  Nirrthumberlancl,  his  young  fon  Percy, 
The  Lords  of  Rcfs,  Beaumond,  and  IVllhughb^/* 
With  all  their  pow'rfui  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

•  ....  heavy  rid. 
As^ough  on  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think, 
Wa^cs  me  with  heavy  nothing  faiac  and  flirink. 

Bnjh;/.  'Tis  nothing—— 

■f  •— •  mine  is  not  ^(y, 
For  nothing  hath  be^ot  my  fbmcthing  giicf; 
Or  fomething  bath  ihe  nothing  that  I  grieve, 
•Tjs  in  rcveifion  that  I  do  poflTcf*  ; 
Bm  what  it  18,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 
I  cannot  name,  'tu  namclcfs  woe  I  wot. 

f.nter  Green   -.- 
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Bujhy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  NarthumherlanJ, 
And  all  of  that  revolted  fadliou,  traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have  :  whereon  the  Earl  of  Worcejler 
Hath  broke  his  ftaft",   refign'd  his  ftewardihip. 
And  all  the  houfhold  fervants  fled  with  him 
To  Bohngbroke. 

ij^een.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woey 
And  Bolingbroke  my  forrow's  difmal  heir  : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gafping  new-delivered  mother, 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  join'd, 

Bupy.  Defpair  not.  Madam. 

^een.  Who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 
I  wUl  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  j  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  diHolve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfc  hopes  linger,  in  extremity. 

SCENE    VII.     Enter  York. 

Green,  Here  comes  the  I>uke  of  York. 

S^een.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  5 
Oh,  full  of  carefifl  bufmefs  are  his  looks. 
Uncle,  for  heav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

Tork.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  fhould  belie  my  thoughts} 
Comfort's  in  heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crofles,  care  and  grief. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home. 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land  j 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felf. 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour  after  furfeit  made  ; 
Now  fhail  he  try  his  friends  that  flattered  him. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  My  Lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came, 

Tork.  He  was  j  why,  fo  ;  go  all  which  way  it  will ! 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  cold, 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Get  thee  to  Plajhie,  to  my  fifter  Glo^Jier  j 
Bid  her  fend  prefently  a  thoufwid  pOUIld  ; 
Hold,  tak«  my  riug. 
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Strv.  My  Lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell,  to-day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there, 
But  I  rtiall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 
York.   What  is' t? 

Serv,  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchcfs  dyM, 
Tirk.  Heav'n  tor  his  mercy  I  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  heav'n, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  hend  with  my  brother's. 
What,  arc  there  pofts  difpatch'd  for  Ireland? 
How  fhair  we  do  for  mony  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come,  fifter;   (coufin,  I  would  fay;)  pray,  pardon  me. 
Go,  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

[Te  tbs  Strvar.ts, 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  mufter  men  ? 
If  1  know  how  to  order  thele  affairs, 
Diforderly  thus  thru  ft  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.     They  are  both  my  kinfmsn  } 
The  one  my  Sovereign^  w^hora  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bid  defend  j  til'  other  again 
My  kinfman  is,  one  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd. 
Whom  confcicnce  and  my  kindred  bid  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  vc  muft  do :  come,  coufm,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you.     Go  mufter  up  your  men,  ; 

And  meet  me  prefently  at  Bzvkley  caftle  : 
I  ftiould  to  PhjhU  too',  — 
But  time  will  not  permit.     All  is  uneven. 
And  every  thing  .is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

\Exeur.t  York  and  Queen, 
SCENE    VIII. 
Bujfyy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Inland, 
But  none  returns  ;  for  us  to  levy  power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy. 
Is  all  impoffible. 

Green.  Bcfides,  our  nearnefs  ta  the  King  in  love 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe,  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wav'ring  Commons,  for  their  \<J\e. 
Lyes  in  their  purtes  j  and  who  empties  thc-m, 
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By  fo  much  fills  theis  hearts  with  deadly  hate, 

Bupy.  Wherein  the  Kinj  ftands  gen'raJly  condemn'd. 

Bagot,  If  judgment  lye  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  wc  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Green.  Well ;  I'll  for  refuge  ftrait  to  Brijiol  caftle  5 
The  Earl  of  JVihJkire  is  already  there. 

Bupy,  Thither  will  I  with  yeu  j  for  little  office 
The  hateful  Commons  will  perform  for  us, 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces : 
Will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No :  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty, 
Farewcl :  if  hearts  prefages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  rtiall  meet  again. 

Bupy,  That's  as  Tork  thrives,  to  beat  hkckBolrnglfytke, 

Green.  Alas  poor  Duke,  the  talk  he  undertakes 
Is  numb'ring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry. 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  flye. 

Bupy.  Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever  ? 

Green,  Well,  we  may  meet  again, 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  [Exeunt t 

S   C   E   N   E     IX.      In  Glouccfter/hire. 
Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Northumberland. 

Soling,  How  far  is  it,  my  Lord,  to  Barkley  now  ? 

North.  1  am  a  ftranger  here  in  Glo^flerpire  : 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And  yet  our  fair  djicourfe  has  been  as  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fvveet  and  deledlable. 
But  I  bethink  me  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenj'purg  to  Cotfu'sld  will  be  found 
By  Rofs  and  fFilloHghhy  wanting  your  company. 
Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  that  I  poflefs  : 
And  hope  to  joy  is  little  Icfs  in  joy. 
Than  hope  enjoy'd.     By  this  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  (hort,  as  mine  hath  done 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 

Baling,  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company 

Than 
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Than  yoisr  good  words  :  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

North.   It  is  my  Son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  mY  brother  fVorceJier  :  whcHcefoever, 
Harry,  how  fares  ysur  uncle  ? 

Perc-y.  I  thought,  my  Lord,   t'  have  learn'd  his  health 
of  you. 

Ncrtb.    Why  ?  is  he  not  with  the  Qjieen  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 
Broken  his  ftaff  of  office,  and  difperft 
The  houfhold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ?  he  was  not  fo  refolv'd, 
When  we  laft  fpake  together. 

Percy.  Becaufe  your  Lord/hip  was  proclaimed  traitor. 
But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfptirg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Barkky,  to  difcever 
What  pow'r  the  Duke  of  York  had  levy'd  there  ; 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ra'venfpurg. 

Nsrth.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Here/or.-^,  boy  > 

Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord  j  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember  j  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  }  this  is  the  Duke, 

Percy.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young. 
Which  elder  days  ihall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defcrt. 

Boling.  T  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  and  be  fur« 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  che  fo  happy, 
As  in  a  foul  remcmbring  my  good  friends : 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  fhall  be  ftill  thy  true  love's  recompence. 
My  heart  this  cov'nant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barkley  f  and  what  ftrr 
Keeps  good  old  York  there  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Paey.  There  ftands  the  caftle  by  yond  tuft  of  tree ", 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  i  have  heard. 
And  in  it  arc  the  Lords,  TV*,  Barkley,  Seymour  j 
Ncne  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  cftLmate, 
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Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby, 
North.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Rofs  and  JVilloughhy, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Baling,  Welcome,  my  Lords  5  I  wot  your  love  purfue* 
A  baniih'd  traitor  ;  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence. 

Rofs.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  Lord. 
}V:llo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 
Boling.  Evermore  thanks,  (th'  exchequer  of  the  poor) 
Which,  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years. 
Stands  for  my  bounty.     But  who  now  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Barkley, 
North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barkley ^  as  I^uefs. 
Bark.  Lord  Hereford,  my  meliage  is  to  you. 
Boling.  My  Lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  hancafier^ 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England^ 
And  I  muft  find  that  title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay* 

Bark.  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  not  niy  meaning 
To  ra^e  one  title  of  your  honour  out. 
.  To  you,  my  Lord,  I  come,  what  Lord  you  will. 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  all  this  land, 
The  Duke  of  Tork,  to  know  what  pricks  you  oa 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfcnt  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-born  arms. 
SCENE    X.     Enter  York. 
Boling.  I  fhall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon.    Noble  uncle  !     \^Krcfls. 

Tork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  net  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe, 
Boling.  My  gracious  uncle ! 

York.  I  am  no  traitor's  uncle;    and  that  word  Grace^ 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thefe  baniih'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England^  ground  ? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom. 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war, 
And  oftentatioa  of  defpightful  arms  I 
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Com' ft  thou  becaufe  th' anointed  King  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolilh  boy,  the  King  is  left  behind. 
And  in  ray  loyal  bofom  lyes  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  yo«th. 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  my  felf 
Rcfcaed  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men. 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French  j 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  /houJd  this  arm  of  mine. 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  correftion  to  thy  fault ! 

Boling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault ; 
On  what  condition  flands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

York.  Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree  j 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  detefted  treafoH  : 
Thou  art  a  banifli'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  Sovereign. 

Boling.  As  I  was  banilh'd,  I  was  baniih^d  Hereford '^ 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancajier. 
And  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye  s 
You  are  my  father,  for  methinks  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.     Oh  then,    my  father  ' 
Will  you  permit  that  I  fliail  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wandring  vagabond  j  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  giv'n  away 
To  upftart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  horn  ? 
If  that  my  coufin  King  be  King  of  England, 
It  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancafier, 
You  have  a  fon,  Aumerle  my  noble  kinfman  t 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down. 
He  ihould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  rowee  his  wrongers,  chrifmg  them  to  the  bay, 
I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  livery  here. 
And  yet  my  lettera  patents  give  me  leave  r 
My  father's  goods  are  all  dillrain'd  and  fold. 
And  thefe,  and  alh  are  ail  amifs  employ'd. 
What  would  you  nave  me  do  ?  lama  fubjeft. 
And  challenge  law  :  ittorneys  are  deny'd  me. 

And  thtrefors  perfoaally  I  lay  my  claim 
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To  mine  Inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus*d, 

Rofs.  It  ftands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

Willo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great, 

Tork.  My  Lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  coufin's  wrongs. 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right: 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrongs,   it  may  not  be;  • 

And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind 
Cherifh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North,  The  noble  Duke  hath  fwsrn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  j  and  for  the  right  of  that 
We  all  have  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid  ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  bre  iks  that  oath  ! 

Tork.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  iflue  of  thefe  arms  j 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefo, 
Becaufe  my  pow'r  is  weak,  and  all  ill-left : 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoo^ 
Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So  farewel  ! 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle. 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Baling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept ; 
But  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Briftol-Caftky  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujhy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices. 
The  caterpillars  of  the  common-wealth. 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away.         ^ 

Tork.  It  may  be  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'll  paufff. 
For  I  am  loth  to  break  our  country's  laws  : 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are  ; 
Things  paft  redrefs  are  now  with  me  paft  care,      lExeufie, 
S  C  E  N  E     XI.      Jn  Wales. 
Enter  Sali/bury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Sali/hury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  days, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together. 

And 
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And  yetve  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King : 
Therefore  we  all  difperfe  our  felves :  farewel ! 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  IVelJhman  : 
The  King  rcpofeth  all  his  truft  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead  :  we  will  not  ftay, 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  wither' d. 
And  mcteori  fright  the  fixed  ftars  of  heav'n  j 
The  palc-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth  ; 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change  j 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  niffians  dance  and  leap  j 
The  one  in  fear  to  lofc  ^hat  they  enjoy, 
The  other  hope  t'  enjoy  by  rage  and  war. 
Thefe  boding  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Kings, 
Farewel  j  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  aflur^d,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [Exit, 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard^  ah  \  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind 
,.I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  fhooting  ftar. 
Fall  to  the  bafe  «arth  from  the  firmament : 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
.  Witncfllng  ftorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exh, 

ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Bolingbroke'j  Camp, 

Enter  Bollngbroke,  York,  Northumberland,  Rofs,  Percy, 

Wilioughby,  ivith  Bufhy  andGxttn  Prijoners, 

Boling,  T)R  I  N  G  forth  thefe  men. 

JLJ  Bupy  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  prefcntly  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives ; 
Forjtwere  no  charity  :  yet  to  wafh  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mif-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him  ; 
Broke  the  pofleflion  of  a  royal  bed, 

And 
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And  ftain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  checlcs 

"With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes,  by  your  foul  wronss. 

My  felf  a  Prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth. 

Near  to  the  King  in  blood,  (and  near  in  love, 

'Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me,) 

Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  iniuries. 

And  figh'd  my  Englip  breath  in  foreign  clouds. 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifhment : 

While  you  have  fed  upon  my  figniories  ; 

Dif-park'd  my  parks,  and  fcU'd  my  foreft  woods; 

From  mine  ow  n  windows  torn  my  hoM/hold-coat, 

R-iz'd  out  my  Imprefs ;  leaving  me  no  fign, 

Save  mens  opinions,  and  my  living  blood. 

To  /hew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 

Condemns  you  Co  the  death.     Sec  them  delivcr'd 

To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bujfjy.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroke  of  death  to  me. 
Than  BoUngbroke  to  England. 

Green.  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  fouls. 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Baling.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatch'd. 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe  j 
For  heav'n's  fake  fairly  let  her  be  intreated  j 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends  ; 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  delivcr'd. 

York.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Bolir.g.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle :  come,  my  Lords,  away, 

A  while  to  work  y  and,  after,  holiday.  [Exiunt, 

SCENE    H.       Changes  to  the  CoaJipfWdlts. 

Flourijh:  Drums,  and  Trumpets. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle  Bijhop  o/'Carli/le,  and  Soldiers, 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly-cajile  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

Aum.  Yea,  my  good  Lord,  how  brooks  your  Grace  the  air. 
After  your  toffing  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well  j  I  weep  for  joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfcs  hoofs  t 
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Af  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 

Plays  fondly  witJi  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meetlnf  j 

S<f  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth. 

And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  handj. 

Feed  not  thy  Sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 

Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  {tn(t  % 

But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venom. 

And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lye  in  his  way,  ' 

Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet 

Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 

Yield  ftiflging  nettles  to  mine  enemies  ; 

And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower. 

Guard  it,  I  pr'ythee,  with  a  lurking  adder  j 

Whofc  double-tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  Sovereign's  enemies. 

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration.  Lords ; 

This  earth  fnali  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftoncs 

Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  King 

Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Carl.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  thatPow'r  that  made  you  King 
Hath  pow  'r  to  keep  you  King,   in  fpight  of  all. 
The  means  that  heav'n  yields  muft  be  embrac'd. 
And  not  neglcdled  :  elfe  if  heaven  would 
And  wc  would  not,   heav'n's  offer  we  refufe. 
The  proffer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrcfs. 

Aum.  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  rcmifs, 
Whilft  Bolingbrckcy  through  our  fecurity, 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fubftance  and  in  power. 

K.  Rich.  Difcomfortable  coufin,  know' ft  thou  not. 
That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heav'n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world  j 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen. 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage  bloody  here  : 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole  j 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  fms, 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves  ? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor  Boiir.gbroke, 
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Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 

Whilft  we  were  wand'ring  witli  th'  Antipodes, 

Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  throne,  the  eaft  j 

His  treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  face. 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day  j 

But  felf-aftVighted,   tremble  at  his  fin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea 

Can  wafh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King  j 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofc 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord. 

For  every  man  that  Bolinghroke  hath  preft. 

To  lift  fharp  fteel  againft  our  golden  crown, 

Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  pay 

A  glorious  angel ;   then  if  angels  fight, 

Weak  men  mufl  fall,  for  heaven  flill  guards  the  right. 

SCENE    III.     Enter  Salifbury. 
Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  off  lyes  yoMr  power? 

Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm  ;  difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  dcfpair  ; 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  Lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 
Oh,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  m^. 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  too  Jate 
O'er-throws  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  flate. 
For  all  the  JVelJIjintn,  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difperil  and  fled. 

Am.  Comfort,  my  Liege ;  why  looks  your  Grace  fo  pale  ? 

K.  Rich.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled.  * 
All  fouls,  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide  j 
For  time  hath  fct  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum.   Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are, 

K,  Rich.  1  had  forgot  my  fclf :  am  I  not  King  ?  ' 
Awake,  thou  coward  Majefty,   thou  fleepcfl : 
Is  not  the  King's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 

•  — -  and  they  are  fled, 

And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again, 

H»vc  I  not  rcaf.^n  tg  look  pale,  and  diad? 

All  foulr  -"  M   _ 

ArOJ, 
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Arm,  arm,  my  name  !  apuny  fubiea:  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.     Look  not  to  the  ground. 
Ye  tav  rites  of  a  King  !  are  we  not  high  > 
High  be  our  thoughts  !  I  know  my  uncle  York 
Hath  pow'r  to  ferve  our  turn.     But  who  comes  here  > 

^       .t      \^.^     ^^-       ^«^^'- Scroop. 
Scroop,  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege. 

Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him  ' 

K.i?.-.A  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepar'd  : 

The  worftis  worldly  lofs  thou  canft  unfold. 

Say    IS  my  kingdom  loft?   why,  'twas  my  ca«; 

And  what  lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 

Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  > 

Greater  he  fhall  not  be  j  if  he  ferve  God 

We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo'. 

Revolt  our  fubjefts  ?  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 

They  break  their  faith  to  God  as  well  as  us. 

Cry  woe,  deftruftion,  ruin,  iofs,  decay  ? 

The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 
^.r../,    G  ad  am  I    that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'i 

To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 

Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day 

Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fhores. 
As  if  the  wodd  were  all  dilTol v'd  to  tears  : 

bo  high  above  his  limJts  fwells  the  rage 

Of  Bolmgbroke    cov' ring  your  fearful  land 

WKi^  ^''^^''t'  ^''^'  '"'^  ^^^"^  "^'^^  ^^^d  than  fteel. 

Againft  thy  Majefty  ;  boys  with  womens  voices 

Strive  to  fpeok  big,  and  clafp  their  female  joints 

Jn  ftift  unwicldly  arms  againft  thy  crown : 

The  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 

Of  doubly-tatal  yew  *,  againft  thy  ftate: 

Yea,  diftart- women  manage  rufty  bills. 

Agamft  thy  feat  bath  young  and  old  rebel. 

And  ail  goes  worfe  than  I  have  pow'r  to  tell. 

K.  Rich    Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'ft  a  tale  fo  Ui 
Where  is  the  Earl  of  mhph-e  ? 

"^"'^^^  <'C  What 
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What  Is  become  of  Bujhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  hive  let  the  cang'rous  eneniy 
Meafure  our  ccnfines  with  futh  peaceful  fteps  r 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  fhall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they've  made  peace  with  BolingbvAe. 

Scroop,  Peace  they  have  made  with  him  indeed,  my  Lord, 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption  j 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  en  any  man  j 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fling  my  heart  j 
Three  Judajfciy  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judaz  I 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Uoon  their  fnotted  fouls  for  this  offence ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  fow'reft  and  moft  deadly  hate  : 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls  ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands  :  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  death's  deflroying  hand. 
And  lye  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Jlum.  Is  Btipy,  Green,  and  th'  Earl  of  WUtpnre  dead  ? 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Brifiol  loft  their  heads. 

Amn.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  father,  with  his  power? 

K.  Rich.  No  matter  where ;  of  comfort  no  ma.a  fpeak : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs. 
Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  in  the  bofcm  of  the  earth  ! 
Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills ; 
And  yet  not  fo — for  what  ean  we  bequeath. 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolinghrcke'Sy 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death  j 
And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth. 
Which  ferves  as  pafte  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heav'n's  fake  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground. 
And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  Kings : 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  war  : 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  thsy  difpoflefs'd  : 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kill'd ! 

All  mnrther'd. For  within  the  hollow  crown. 

That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 
Keeps  death  his  Court,  and  there  the  Antick  fits 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp  j        All<jwing 
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Allo-wing  him  a  breath,  a  litrJe  fcene 
Tomonarchize,  be  fcar'd,  nnd  kill  v/Ith  looks  : 
Intuh;  g  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit. 
As  if  this  fie/h,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brafs  impregnable:  and  humour'd  thus 
Comes  at  the  lufl,  and  with  a  little  pin  ' 

Bores  through  his  caftle-walls,  and  faiewel  King  f 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  fle/h  and  blood 
With  lolemn  rev'rence  :  throw  awav  rsfpea. 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremoniou-  duty. 
For  you  have  but  miflook  me  all  this  while  • 
I  hve  on  bread  hke  you,  feel  want  like  yoH, 
Tafte  grief,  need  friends,  like  vou  :  fubjeaed  thus, 
hlovv  can  you  fay  to  me  I  am  a  King  ? 

C^r/   MyLord,  wife  men  ne>r  wail  their  prefent  woes. 
But  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail : 
To  fear  the  foe,  fince  fear  opprefTeth  ftreng^h, 
Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe  - 
And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  your  felf.  *  ' 

l^.Ricb.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well:  proud  BoIMroke,  I 

come f  ^        ' 

Say    Scrocp,  where  lyes  our  uncle  with  his  power  ?  1 

Scroop.  I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 

♦  -—  agsinft  your  felf. 

Fear    3nd  be  fJain,  no  v/orfe  tzn  come  from  fighr. 

And  figh:  and  die,  ,s  death  dc.lroving  d.ajh 

Where  ,e5ring,  Jyi^g,  pays  desrh  fervilc  br.ath. 
Jl,m.  .Vy  fatiier  hath  a  pow'r,  enquire  of  h.ra. 

And  lesrn  to  make  a  body  of  a  liuib. 
K.nhh.  Thou... 

i"  ---  I  corae 

To  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  doon:  j 

This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over- blown, 

An  eailetask  it   is  to  win  our  own. 

Say,  Scroop,-'. 

4-  •'•  his  power? 

Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  loaks  be  fewer. 
W/.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 
The  Uate  and  inci.nation  of  the  d.,y  \ 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye. 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tsie  to  fay: 

I    r.[^y  ... 
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To  lengthen  out  the  woift,  that  muft  be  fpoken. 
Your  \xnc\tTork  is  join'd  with  BoUngbroke^ 
And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  fadtion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Befiirew  thee,  coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 
Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  defpair  ! 
What  fay  you  now  ?  what  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
By  heav'n  I'll  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint-cajile,  there  Fli  pine  away  j 
A  King,  woe's  flave,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey  : 
That  pow'r  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let  'em  go 
To  ear  the  land,  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow  : 
For  I  have  none.     Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  eounfel  is  but  vain. 
Aum.  My  Liege,  one  word. 
K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatt'ries  of  his  tongue, 
iDifcharge  my  followers  5  let  them  away. 
From  Richard's  night  to  Bolingbrcke\  fair  day.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.     Bolingbroke's  Ca7npj  near  Flint. 
I^nter  •with  drmn  and  colours,  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northum- 
berland, and  Attendants. 
Baling.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 
The  Welpmen  are  difpers'd,  and  Salijbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  coaft. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord, 
"Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

Tork.  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland 
To  fay  King  Richard.     Ah,  the  heavy  day. 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhould  hide  his  head ! 

North.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me  j  only  to  be  brief 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

Tork.  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  to  fhorten  you  the  head. 

Boling,  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  rtiould. 

York, 
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York.  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you  /hould. 
Left  you  miftake  j  the  heav'ns  are  o'er  your  head. 

Bolir.g.  I  know  it,  uncle,  nor  oppofe  my  felf 
Againft  their  will.     But  who  comes  here  ?  'tis  Percy, 

Enter  Percy. 
Well,  Harry  ;  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  ? 

Percy.  The  calHe  royally  is  mann'd,  my  Lord, 
Againft  your  entrance. 

BoUng.  Royally  ?  why,  it  doth  contain  no  King  ? 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 
It  doth  contain  a  King :  King  Richard  lyes 
Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone  ; 
And  with  him  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  SaUJbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  befides  a  clergy-man 
Of  holy  reverence :  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Belike  it  is  the  Bi/hop  of  Car  line. 

Boling    Noble  Lord,  [ro  North, 

Oo  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle. 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver: 
Henry  of  Bolingbroke  upon  his  knees 
Doth  kifs  King  Richard^  hand,  and  fends  allegiance 
And  faith  of  heart  unto  his  royal  perfon : 
Ev'nat  his  feet  Hay  my  arms 'and  pow'r. 
Provided  that  my  banifhment  repcal'd 
And  lands  reftor'd  again  be  freely  granted  • 
If  not,  I'll  ufe  th'  advantage  of  my  pow'r. 
And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  with  /how'rs  of  blood, 
Rain'd  trom  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  Englijhmen. 
The  which,  how  far  ofF  from  the  mind  of  Bdingbroke 
It  IS,  fuch  cnmfon  tempeft  ihould  bedrench 
The  fre/h  green  lap  of  fsir  King  Richard's  land. 
My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  ftiali  /hew. 
Go  fignific  as  much,  while  here  we  m.arch 
Upon  the  graffie  carpet  of  this  plain  j 
Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threat'ning  drunj, 
rnat  from  this  caftle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  znd  my  felf  /hould  meet 
Wic-h  no  kl5  t^;rnir  than  the  elements 

C  c  3  Of 
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Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  ihundVing  ffiock 
At  meetimg  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heav'n  :  * 
Tklarch  on,  and  mark  King  Rickaid how  he  looks, 

SCENE     VI. 
T ayk  ivlthout y  and  anfivcr  ivithin :  then  a  Jlour'ijh.     Entct^ 

on  the  ivalls.  King  Richard,   the  Bijhop  of  CarhHe,  Au~' 

merle,  Scroop,  aitd  Salifbury. 

York,  See,  fee,  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontcnted  fun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  fiain  the  traft 
Of  his  bright  paffage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  King  j  behold  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefty  5  alack,  for  woe. 
That  any  harm  Ihould  fiain  fo  fair  a  fiiow  ! 

K.  Rich,  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  havf  \vc  fiiood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,        [7'o  North, 
Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King  j 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
If  we  be  not,  ihew  us  the  hand  of  God, 
That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  ftewsrd/hlpi 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fcepter, 
Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done. 
Have  torn  their  fouls  by  turning  them  from  us. 
And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends  : 
Yet  know,  my  mafter,  God  omnipotent. 
Is  muft'ring  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 
Armies  of  peftilence }  and  they  fliall  firike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vafTal  hands  againfl:  my  head, 

*  ....  cheeks  of  hca^'n  ; 
Be  he  the  fire,  I'jl  be  thi  yielding  water: 
The  rage  be  hi?,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters;  on  the  earth,  and  no:  on  hiJn. 
March  on,  ^c,  ■ 

And 
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And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 

Tell  Bclingbroke,  (for  yond  methinks  he  is) 

That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  the  land 

Is  dangerous  treafon  j  he  is  come  to  ope 

The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war. 

But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace. 

Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers  fons 

Shall  mif-become  the  flow'ry  England's  face. 

Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 

To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 

Her  pafture's  grafs  with  faithful  Er.gUjh  blood. 

North.  The  King  of  heav'n  forbid,  our  Lord  the  King 
Should  lo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  ruih'd  upon !  no,  thy  thrice-noble  coufm, 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke^  doth  kifs  thy  hand. 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears. 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire's  bones. 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
(Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head) 
And  by  the  bury'd  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid. 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope. 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glitt'ring  arms  he  will  commend  to  ruft  ; 
His  barbed  iteeds  to  ftables  j  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Pcince,  is  juft  ; 
And  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  .fay  thus  the  King  returns  : 
His  noble  coufm  is  right  welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accompli/h'd  without  contradiction. 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  debafe  our  felf,  coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  Aum. 

To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northmnberland,  and  fcad 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  ar.d  fo  die  ?  Aum, 
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Aum.  No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
'Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God  !  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine. 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dreadful  banifhment 
On  yond  proud  man,  fhould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  footh  ;  oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lefTer  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now  ! 
Swell'ft  thou,  proud  heart  ?    I'll  give  thee  fcope  to  beat. 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aum,  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 
K.  Rich.  What  muft  the  King  do  now  ?  muft  he  fubmit  ? 
The  King  fhall  do  it :   muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  King  fliall  be  contented :  muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  King  ?  o'  God's  name  let  it  go, 
I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads  j 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  ; 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown  5 
My  figur'd  goblets  for  a  difh  of  wood  j 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking-ftaff ; 
My  fubjefts,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints. 
And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grave, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obfcure  grave. 
Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  highway  j 
Some  way  of  common  tread,  where  fubje<3:s  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head.  * 
Aumerle,  thou  weep'ft,  my  tender-hearted  coufin. 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears : 
Our  fighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  fummer  corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  fliall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
■  And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  fliedding  tears  ? 
As  thus,  to  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place, 
'Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves.  \ 

*  ....  Sovereign's  head. 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  nowi  whilft  I  livej 
And  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head; 

■\-  .—  a  pair  of  graves, 
Within  the  earth,-  and  therein  laiJ,  there  lyes  Xwa 
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Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  Northumberland^ 
"What  fays  King  Bolingbroke  ?  will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  'till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  fays  ay. 

North.  My  Lord,  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down  I  come,  like  glift'ring  Phaeton^ 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades.  * 

Baling.  What  fays   his  Majefty  ? 

North.  Sorrow  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantjck  man  j 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Btling.  Stand  all  apart,  and  fhow 
Fair  duty  to  his  Majefty, 
My  gracious  Lord ^^Kneeh, 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee. 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiiTing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 
Than  my  un-pleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefie.  -^ 

Boling.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own." 

K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all ! 

Boling.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  Lord, 
As  my  true  fervice  ftiall  deferve  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  deferv'd  :  they  well  deferve  to  have. 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  5  nay,  dry  your  eyes  5    [Tb  York. 
Tears  Aew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 

Two  kinfmen  d'gg'd  their  graves  v/icl»  weeping  eyes? 
Would  net  this  i!l  do  weU?  well,  well,  1  fee 
I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. 
Mol  mighty  Prince,  &c. 

*  ••••  of  unruir  jades. 
In  the  bafe  court?  bafe  court  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  traitors  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  co  irt  come  down?  down,  co.rt,  down,  King; 
Por  Night  owls  flinek,  where  mountain  Larks  Hiould  fing. 

Bottng.  What,  i^e. 

-j-  ... .  your  courtefie. 
TJp,  coufin,  ^x^  i  your  heart  is  up,  I  knowj 
Tii^is  high  at  leaft,  although  your  knee  be  bw. 

*«.%.  My,  i^r. 
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Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father,  [Ts  Bclinibroke, 
Though  you  aie  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have  Til  give,  and  willing  too  j 
For  do  we  muft  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London.     Coufin,   is  it  fo? 

Baling.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay  no.      \Fhurljh.  Exeunt. 
SCENE    VII.     A  Garden. 
Enter  S^:een  and  tivo  Ladies, 

Sheen.  What  fport  fhall  we  devife  here  in  this  garden. 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls, 

^een.  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll   dance. 

^een.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight. 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  feme  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 

^een.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Lady.  Of  either,  Madam. 

^een.  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  : 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy  : 
For  what  I  have  I  need  not  to  repeat  : 
And  of  what  I  want  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. 

S^een.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe: 
But  thou  fhould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 

Lady.  I  could  weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^een.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

Enter  a  Gardiner ^  and  two  Servants, 
But  ftay,  here  come  the  gardiners. 
Let's  ftep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  trees  : 
My  wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  pins. 
They'll  talk  of  ftate  j  for  every  one  doth  (o, 
Againft  a  change  j  woe  is  fore -run  with  woe. 

l^^een  and  Ladies  retire. 
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Card.  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  Sire 
Stoop  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigal  weight  s 
Give  lome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too  fail  growing  fprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  common-wealth  : 
All  muft  be  even  in  our  government. 
You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifome  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholfome  flowers. 

Ser'-u.  Why  rticuld  we,  in  the  ccmpafs  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  ftate  ? 
"When  our  fea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  faireft  ilowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholfome  herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars  ? 

Gard,  Hold  thy  peace. 
He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  fpring. 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf; 
The  weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  leaves  did  /helter, 
(That  feem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up,) 
Are  pull'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  BoUngbrcke  ; 
^  I  mean  the  Earl  of  WihpAre,  Bujhjy  Green, 
Sew.  What,  are   they  dead  ? 
Gard.  They  are, 
And  Boliv.gbroke  hath  feiz'd  the  wafleful  King. 
What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  trimm'd 
And  dreft  his  land,  as  we  this  garden  drefs. 
And  wound  the  bark,  the  /kin  of  cur  fruit-trees. 
Left  being  over-proud  with  fap  and  blcod. 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf  ? 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  m.en. 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  fuperfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  (o,  himfelf  had  born  the  crown. 
Which  walls  arid  idle  hou.-s  havg  qaite  thigwa  down. 
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Ser'V.  What,  think  you  then,  the  King  fhall  be  depos'd  ? 
Card.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depos'd 

'Tis  doubted  he  will  be.     Letters  laft  night 

Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  of  York, 

That  tell  black  tidings. 

^een.  Oh,  I  am  preft  to  death  through  want  of  fpeakingi 

Thou  Adams  iikenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 

How  dares  thy  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news  ? 

What  Eve,  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee, 

To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 

Why  doft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is   depos'd  ? 

Dar'll  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 

Divine  his  downfal  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 

Cam' ft  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thcu  wretch-, 
Gard.  Pardon  me.  Madam.     Little  joy  have  I 

To  breathe  thefe  news  ;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true  j 

King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Of  Bolingbroke  5  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd  : 

In  your  Lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  himfelf. 

And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light : 

But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 

Befides  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englijb  Peers, 

And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down, 

Poft  you  t©  London,  and  you'll  find  it  fo  ; 

I  fpeak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

<^Heen.  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot^- 
Doth  not  thy  embaffage  beloi^  to  me  ? 
And  am  I  laft  that  know  it  ?  Oh,  thou  think' ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  1  may  longeft  keep 
The  forrow  in  my  breaft.     Come,  Ladies,  go. 
To  meet  at  London,  London''?.  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolivgbrokc  ! 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow. 

[Ex.  ^ccn  and  Ladjrr... 
Gard.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  v.ovlf% 
I  would  my  fkili  were  fubjed:  to  thy  curfe. 
Here  did  {l\c  drop  a  tear,  here  in  this  place 
I'll  fet  a  bank  ef  Rue,  fow'r  I^erk  cf  grti^^  i 
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Rue,  ev'n  for  ruth,  here  ihcrtly  /hail  be  feen. 
In  the  remembrance  cf  a  weeping  Queen. 

\^Ex.  Gard.  and  Servt 

A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 
LONDON. 

Enter  as  to  the  Parliament,  Bohngbroke,  Aumerle,  North- 
umberland, Percy,  Fitzwater,  Surrey,  BipopofCarUne, 
Abbot  of  Yfe&:m\niksT,  Herald,  Oncers,  and  Bagot. 
Bding.r^  AW  Bagot  forth  :  now  freely  fpeak  thy  mind, 
V>  What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glofier\  death : 

Who  wrought  ft  with  the  King,  and  who  perform'd 

Th€  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle, 
Bding,  Coufm,  ftand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 
Bagot.  My  l.ord  Aumerle.  I  know  your  daring  tongue 

Srorns  to  unfay  what  it  hath  once  deliver'd. 

I;i  that  dead  time  when  Glo'Jier^s  de  th  was  plotted, 

I  heard  you  fay,  h  not  my  arm  of  length. 

That  reacbeth from  the  refiful Y.n^\^lZourt 

A%  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle's  bead? 

Amongft  much  othsr  talk,  that  very  time, 

I  heard  you  fay,  you  rather  had  refufe 

The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

Thm  BoUrgbroke  return  to  England ;  adding 

Withal  how  bleft  this  land  would  be  in  this 

YcHr  coufin's  death. 

Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  Lords  ! 

What  anfwer  fhali  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  .' 

Shall  I  io  much  dishonour  my  fair  ftars. 

On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaltifement  ? 

Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 

With  the  attainder  of  his  fland'rous  lips. 

There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  feal  of  death, 

That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.     Thou  lieft,  Bagot, 

And  I'll  maintain,  what  thou  haft  faid  is  fah'e. 

In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 

To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fv/ord. 

Boh'ng.  Bagot,  f(>rbear  j  thou  {halt  not  take  it  up. 
Aum.  Excepting  ©ne,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
Vol.  IT,  Dd  In 
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In  all  this  prefence  that  hath  movM  mc  fo. 

F?V«w.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fympathies. 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  fun,  that  fhe\<-s  me  where  theu  ftand  If, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vaunt/ngly  thou  fpak'ft  it. 
That  theu  wert  caufe  of  noble  G/o'/er's  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  li«ft. 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  heart 
Where  it  was  foi-ged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Thou  dar'fl  not,  coward,  live  to  fee  the  day. 
Fit^&iv,  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 
Aum.  Fitx.ivater,  thou  art  damn  d  to  hell  for  this, 
Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft  5  his  honour  is  as  ti-uc. 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjufl : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  pomt 
Of  mortal  breathing.     Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  never  brandifh  more  revengeful  ileel 
Over  the  glittering  heiniet  of  my  foe  ! 
Who  fets  me  elfe  ?  by  hcav'n,  I'll  thi»w  at  all. 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  breaft. 
To  anfvver  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you* 

Surrey.  My  Lord  Fit^ivater,  I  remember  well 
The  verv  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fhxw.  My  Lord,  'tis  true  :  you  were  in  prefenct^ then  j 
And  vou  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  t^ic  -  ,^  .    ^ 
Surrey.  As  faUe,  by  heav'n,  as  heav'n  it  felf  is  W«?. 
Fitx.iv.  Surrey^  thou  lieft. 
Surrey.  Difhonourable  boy  ! 
That  lie  Ihall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword. 
That  it  ihall  render  a  engeance  and  revengff, 
'Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  tliat  lie,  rell 
In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  father's  fcuii. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is   mine  honour  s  pawn  j 
jLngaee  it  to  the  trval,  if  thou  dar'ft.  ,  u    r  ' 

Fitz-w.  How  foAdly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horle ; 
Xi  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Sumy  in  a  wildernels, 
An4  fpit  upor..  kiui,  vhjjft,  I  fay  he  Ifes,  ^^ 


King  Richard  II.  307 

Ani  lies,  and  lies  :  there  is  my  bond  »f  faith. 

Tootle  thee  to  my  ftrong  corredicn. 

As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 

Atimerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 

Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  fay. 

That  thou,  Aumerlc,  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 

To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  gage. 
That  Norftlk  lies  ;  here  do  I  throw  down  this. 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  Thefe  diff'reiKes  Hiall  all  reft  under  gage, 
'Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd  :  repeal'd  he  fhall  be. 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reftcrM  again 
To  all  his  figniorics  j  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  tryal. 

CarL  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne'er  be  feen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  fefu  Chrijiy  in  glorious  chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  chriflian  Crofs, 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens  : 
Then,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venics  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country's  earth. 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrify 
Under  whofe  colours  he  had  fough.t  fo  long, 

Boling.  Why,  Bifhop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

Cai'l.  Sure  as  I  live,   my  Lord. 

Boling.  Sweet  peace  conduft  his  foul 
To  th'  bofom  of  good  Abraham ! — Loirds  appealants>. 
Your  difl:''rcnces  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 
*TiJI  we  aflign  you  to  your  days  of  tryal. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  York. 

Tsrk.  Great  Duke  of  Lancajlcr,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  fcepter  yields 
To  the  pofTefiion  of  thy  royal  hand, 
Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  hia, 
And  long  live  Henry  of  that  name  the  Fourth  ! 

Boling.  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne. 

Carl,  Marry,  heav'n  forbid  ! 

D  d  s  Worft 
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Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak.  ? 
Yet  beft  beieeming  me  to  Ipeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Cf  noble  Richard  j  then  true  noblciiels  would 
Leawi  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  lubjeft  can  give  fentence  en  his  King  ? 
And  who  "fits  here  that  is  not  Richard's,  fubjeft  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judgM  but  they  are  by  to  hear. 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them. 
And  ihall  the  figure  cf  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  dtCi, 
Anoin-ed,  crown' d,  and  planted  many  years,, 
Be  iudg'd  by  fubjeft  and  inferior  breath. 
And  he  hirnfelf  not  prefent  ?  oh,  forbid  it. 
That  in  a  chrlfllan  climate,  fouls  refinM 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  dead  ! 
I  fpeak  to  fubjafts,  and  a  fubjeft  fpeaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  King, 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  Call  King^, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford"^  King. 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 
The  blood  of  Englip  ihall  manure  the  ground. 
And -future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  ad. 
Peace  ithall  go  fleet)  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  v/ith  kind  confound. 
Diforder,  horror,  fear  and   mutiny 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  fculk. 
Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againft  this  houfe. 
It  will  the  wofulleft  divifion  prove, 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 
Prevent,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 
Left  children's  children  cry  againft  you,  woe  ! 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd.  Sir ;  and  for  your  painf. 
Of  capital  treafon  we  arrcft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  Wefiminfter,  be  it  your  charge. 
To  keep  him  fafely  'till  his  day  of  tryal. 
May't  pieafe  you.  Lord?;,  to  grant  the  Commonifuit  ? 

Biting, 
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Boling.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  furrender  :  fo  we  ihall  proceed 
Without  fufpicion. 

Tork,  I  will  be  his  conducl.  [Exit. 

Boling.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  arreft. 
Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer : 
little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [To  Carl, 

Aiwl  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

SCENE    III.     Enter  King  Richard  and  York. 
K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  K-ing, 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign  d  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn' d 
T'infinuatc,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee: 
Give  Icrrow  leave  a-while  to  tutor  \ns. 
To  this  fubmiffion.     Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thefe  men :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail  to  me  ? 
So  Judis  did  to  Chrijl :  but  he  in  twelve, 
round  truth  in  all  but  one  ;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,  none.* 
'To  do  what  fervice  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 

Tcrh.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will. 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer  : 
The  refignation  of  thy  flate  and  crown.  [crown, 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crov/n.     Here,  coufin,  feize  the 
Here,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  on  that  fide  thine,  -f- 

•  •-—in  twelve  thoula  d,none. 

God  fave  the  King  I  will  no  man  fav,  Amtn? 

Am  I  both  prleft  and  dark?  well  then,  Awert, 

GoJ  Tave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he: 

And  yet  Amcit^  if  heav'n  do  think  him  rtjc 

To  do  what  fervic*,  e^c, 

■\  -  ■  •-  on  that  fide  thine, 

Nov  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well. 

That  ov/es  two  buckets,  filling  one  aHother, 

The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 

Thcothei-  down,  unfcen,  and  full  of  water  : 

Thit  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears  am  I, 

■Drinking  n;y  griefs,  whiUi:  you  mount  up  on  high. 

Bnlirg.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refigp. 

K. i?;c&.  My  crown  I  am,  but  ftili  my  griefs  aic  mine; 
You  may  my  glories,  and  my  ftatc  depofe, 
B'j:  no;  m/  griefs,  ftiil  am  I  King  of  tiiofct 

D  d  3  B»''?»^' 
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Now,  mark  me,  how  I  will  undo  myTelf  j 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head. 
And  this  unwieldy  fcepter  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart. 
With  mine  own  tears  I  walh  away  my  balm. 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crcwn. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate. 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  duteous  oaths: 
All  pomp  ?.Bd  Majefty  I  do  forfwear  :  _ 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forgo  ; 
My  3(3:5,  decrees,  and  ftatutes,  I  deny: 
God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  grlev'd. 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'  i  !  * 
What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more  j  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ftate  and  profit  of  this  lard : 
That  by  confeffing  them,  the  fouls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  deposM. 

K.  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Oh  NorthumberlarJ) 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee  in  fo  fair  a  troop, 

PoUit^.  Part  of  your  c.ires  you  give  ree  v/ith  j'our  crowa. 

K.Rtch.  Your  caies  fet  up  do  not  p!uck  my  cares  down. 
My  care,  is  loft  of  care,  by  old  care  done; 
Yo'jr  care,  is  gain  of  c&re,  by  new  care  wen. 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftsf, 

Boling,  Are  you  contsr^ci  to  reC^^n  the  crown  ? 

K.  nicb.  I,  no;  r.o,  l;  for  I  niu't  nothing  be  ; 
Thersfore  nq  no,  for  I  rciign  to  thee. 
Mow,  mark  me,  df- 

•  -  •  -    that  haft  all  atch'ev*d  I 
Long  n5ay*(i  thou  live  in  i?;V&jri's  feat  (9  Hf, 
And  foon  lye  Richa>d''w  an  earthy  pill 
God  fave  King  litnry.  unking'J  K'tchari  ftiy.'. 
And  fend  him  many  ycatJ  of  fun-fliifie  dayt* 
,    What  rt)9re,  ^fj  '  ^ 
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To  read  a  lefture  of  them  ?  if  thou  would'f!-. 
There  ili(nild''ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ilrong  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav'n. 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  felf. 
Though  fome  of  you  w,th  Pilate  waih  your  hande. 
Shewing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  fow'r  crofs. 
And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  Lord,  difpatch  ;  read  o'er  thefe  articles, 

K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears :  I  cannot  fet ; 
And  yet  falt-water  blinds  them  not  fo  much," 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  (t\i  a  traitor  with  the  reft : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confent, 
T'  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King  j 
Made  glory  bafe  j  a  Sovereign,  a  llave  ; 
Proud  Majefly,  a  fubjedl  j  flate,  a  peafant. 

North.  My  Lord — 

K.  Rich.  No  Lord  of  thine,  infulting  man  j 
Nor  no  man's  Lord :  I  have  no  name,  no  title  j 
No,  not  that  name  was  giv'n  me  at  the  font. 
But  'tis  ufurp'd.     Alack  the  the  heavy  day  ! 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out. 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  tliat  I  were  a  mockery  King  of  fnow. 
Standing  before  the  fun  of  Bolingbrokey 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops  !  * 
An  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet  in  England^ 
Let  it  com.mand  a  mirror  hither  ftraight. 
That  it  may  fhew  me  what  a  fate  I  have. 
Since  it  is  banknipt  of  his  Majefty. 

Bolwg.  Go  fome  of  you  and  fetch  a  looking-glafs. 

North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth  come 

K.  Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment' fl  me,  ere  I  come  to  hell.' 

•  ....  ...  Jn  water-drops. 

600J  King,  great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good, 

An  if  iny,  <-c.  ;^^i{„^ 
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Boling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northunihsrlani^ 
North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd, 
K.  Rich.  They  fliall  be  fatisfy'd  :  I'll  read  enough. 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  book  indeed. 
Where  all  my  fms  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf, 

Evter  one  ivith  a  glafs. 
Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ?  oh  flatt'ring  glafs. 
Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  tliis  face  the  face 
That  every  day  under  his  houfliold-roof 
Did  keep  ten  thcufand  men  ?  was  this  tbe  face. 
That  like  the  fun  did  make  beholders  wink  ?  f 
How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  face ! 

Boling.  The  fhadow  of  your  ferrow  hath  deftrcy'^ 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 
The  ihadow  of  my  forrow!  ha,  let's  fee  5 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within. 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  fhadows  to  the  unfcen  grief. 
That  fwelis  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul. 
There  lyes  the  fubftance  ;  and  I  thank  thee,  Kinj, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ffc 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.     I'll  beg  one  boon. 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  )0U  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Boling.  Name  it,  my  fair  coufin. 
K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin  !  I  am  greater  than  a  Ki«f  t 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  fiattererj 

f. .,...,.  beholders  wink  ? 

Is  this  the  face  which  facM  ^o  many  follies, 

That  was  at  lafl  out-ffc'd  by  Bol'ir.glroke^ 

A  brittle  glory  Ihineth  in  this  face, 

As  brittle  as  the  glory,  i(  the  face, 

For  there  it  i?,  crackt  in  an  hundred  flilvcrs. 

Mark,  filcntKing,  the  mor^.I  of  this  fporr, 

How  fooa  my  forrow,  c^»  Wjre- 
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Were  then  but  fubjefts  ?  being  new  a  fubjed, 
1  bave  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer : 
ficiiig  10  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg, 

Bohng.   Yetaflc. 

K.  Rich.  And  Aall  I  have  ? 

Baling.  Ycu  fhall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

BoiiKg.  Whither  ? 

¥L..R:ch.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight, 

Bi,liTig.  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to*  the  Tower.  * 
On  Wednejday  next  we  folemniy  fet  down 
Ouv  coronation :  Lords,   prepare  yeur  felves. 

{Extunt  all  but  Abbot,  Bijhop  o/CarUfle  ^w^Aumerle. 
SCENE      IV. 

Mhot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

CarL  The  woe's  to  come :  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  iharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aim,  You  holy  clergy-men,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

^  Abbot.  Before  I  freely  Ipeak  my  mind  herein. 
Yon  fhall  not  only  take  the  facrament. 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  effeft 
"Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife, 
I  Ice  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent. 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tear«. 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,    and  I'll  lay 
A  plot  fhall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  day.  \Exeunt» 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

A  Stmt  in  London.     Enter  S^een  and  Ladies, 
S^een,''Y^  HIS  v/;iy  the  King  will  come ;  this  is  the  way 

Jl     To  Julius  Ccefars  ill-erefted  tow'r. 
To  whofe  flint  bofom  my  condemned  Lord 
Is  doom'd  a  prifoner,  bj^roud  Bolirgbroke, 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this Ire^llious  earth 
Have  any  refting  for  her  true  King's  Queen, 
•   -  •  -  -  ro  the  Tever. 

K  Rich.  Oh,  good!  convey:    convcjors  are  you  all. 
That  rife  thus  nml  ly  by  a  true  King's  fall. 
Baling.  Oil  trUntfiaj^  Cr«. 

Enter 
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Enter  King  Richard  and  Guards, 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee. 
My  fair  rofe  wither ;  yet  look  up  5  behold. 
That  you  in  pity  may  difiblve  to  dew. 
And  wafh  him  frefli  again  with  true-love  tears. 
O  thou,  the  model  w  here  old  Troy  did  ftand,    [To  K.  RIcIw 
Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Richard's  tcmb. 
And  not  King  Richard  i  thou  moft  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  fhould  hatd-favour'd  grief  he  lodg'd  in  thee. 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-houfc  gucft  ? 

K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  (o^ 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  learn,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  ftate  a  happy  dream, 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  wc  are 
Shews  us  but  this.     I  am  fworn  brother,  fweet. 
To  grim  Neceffity ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  'till  death.     Hye  thee  to  France^ 
And  cloifter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe  j 
Our  holy  lives  muft  win  a  new  world's  crown. 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

^een.  How,  is  my  Richard  both  in  jTiape  and  mini 
Transform' d  and  weak  ?  hath  Bolingbrcke  deposed 
Thine  intelle£t  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lion  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  notlung  elfe,  with  rage 

To  be  o'erpow'r'd  :  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 

Take  thy  correftioH  mildly,  kifs  the  red. 

And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 

Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  beafts  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  King  of  beafts  indeed ;  if  ought  but  hcaft?, 

I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 

Good,  *  fometime  Queen !   prepare  thee  hence  for  France i 

Thinic  I  am  dead,  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft. 

As  from  my  death-bed,  my  laft  living  leave. 

In  vvinter's  tedious  nights  fit  by  the  fire 

With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  talcs 

Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid  : 

And  ere  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  grief, 

•  Somctimei  /«•  formerly. 

Tell 
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Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me. 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds.  * 

SCENE     II.      £«^<?r  Northumberland. 
North.  My  Lotd,  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is  chang'd  ; 
You  muit  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower, 
And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you : 
■  With  all  I'wift  fpeed  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne. 
The  time  fhall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin  gath'ring  head 
Shall  break  into  corruption  ;  thou  fhalt  think. 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 
And  he  fhall  think,  that  thou,  which  knov/'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again. 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th'  ufurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  ; 
That  fear  to  hate  ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  defer ved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head !  and  there ""s  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthv,  ith. 
K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorc'd  ?  Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage  ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me. 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  mr.rried  v.'ife. 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me :    [.To  the S^een, 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. 
Partus,  Northumberland:  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  fhiv'ring  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  clime  : 
My  Qneen  to  France  ;  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp. 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  HQllenumat.,  or  fhorteft  day. 

!^ucen.  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 

• to  their  beds. 

For  why  ?  ibe  fenfclefs  brands  will  fvmpatliize 
The  boavy  accent  of  thy  ninvjng  ton;^uc> 
Anil  in  compafOon  weep  the  hre  oi.t: 
And  toVne  will  mourn  in  atlics,  fMiic  coal-biac!c> 
For  ihe  dtpotint:  of  a  rightful  King, 

BaniiT> 


3i6  King  Richard  II. 

Banifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  with  me. 

North.  That  were  fome  love,  but  httle  policy.  ♦ 

K.  Rich.  Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart, 

[They  krj}. 

^een.  Give  me  mine  own  again  ;  'twere  no  good  parr. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.      [J^ifi  again. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone. 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan.   ., 

K.  Rich.  We  make  v/oe  wanton  with  thTTfbnd  dehy  : 

Once  more,  adieu  !  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  \Exeunt» 

SCENE     III.      Thi  Duke  of  York:!  Palace. 

Enter  York  a}:d  his  Dutchefs. 

Dutch.  My  Lord,  you  told  me  ycm  would  tell  the  reft» 
"When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  off. 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  into  London. 

York.   Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch.  At  that  fad  flop,  my  Lord, 
Where  rude  mif-governM  hands,  from  window-tops. 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  en  King  Richard'^  head. 

York.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Belingbroitf 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  ftecd. 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  laiow. 
With  flow  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe  : 
While  all  tongues  cry'd,  Godfave  thse^  Bolitigbroke! 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake. 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafem.ents  darted  their  deiiring  eyes 
Upon  his  vifage  j  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once> 
•  . but  little  policy. 

^teen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  itie  go. 

K.Rich.  So  two  together  wccpinc;,  inakc  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  mc  in  Fvflnce\  I  for  thee  herd. 
Better  far  off;  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  riL-ar. 
Go,  court  thy  way  with  figh?,  I  mine  with  groans  r 

Outcn.  So  longed  way  fliall  have  the  longcil  moans, 

K^Rich.  Tk^^ice  for  one  flep  I'll  groan,  the  way  bciug iliort,^ 
And  piece  tha  way  out  with  a  heavy  Jic  ut. 
Comci  come,  in  wooing  forrow  Ice's  b;  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  ii  fuch  length  in  giicr: 
One  kifs  fhiU  iiop  onr  m oaths,  and  dumbly  part; 
Thus  givQ  I  n5:^«,  &t, 

Jeu; 
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Jefu  preferve  thee !   ivelcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  fteed's  neck, 
Befpoke  them  thus  j  I  thank  you,  country-men  j 
Aad  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch.  Alas  !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 

York.  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men. 
After  a  weli-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  flage. 
Are  idly  bent  on  hina  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard ;  no  man  cry'd,  God  fare  him  ! 
No  ioyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  j 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head  j 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off. 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles. 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  p;itience  5 
That  had  not  Cod,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarifm  it  felf  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events. 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  eur  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjc£ls  now,  _ 
Whofe  ftate  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  Aumerle. 

Dutch.  Here  comes  my  fon  Aunierk. 

York.  Aumerle  that  was. 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  friend. 
And,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rut/and  now  : 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  King. 

Dutch.  Welcome,  my  fon  ;  who  are  the  Violets  now^ 
That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring  ? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  do  greatly  care  : 
Cod  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

York.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time. 
Left  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  pnme. 
What  news  from  Oxford  f  hold  thofe  jufts  and  triumphs? 

Aum.  For  ought  I  know,  they  do, 

York.  You  will  be  there. 

Vol.  IV.  E  e  .|^«% 
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jiutr..  If  God  prevent  me  not,  I  purpofe  fo. 
York.  What  leal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  bofom? 
Yea,  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  come,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 
j4um.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. 
Tork,  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 
I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Autn.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence. 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 
Tork.  Which  for  fome  reafons.  Sir,  I  mean  to  fee* 

I  fear,  I  fear 

Dutch.-  What  fhould  you  fear,  my  Lord  ? 
^Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond  he's  enter'd  into, 
for  gay  apparel,  now  againft  the  triumph. 

York.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

jium.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  fhew  It, 
Tork,  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  it,  and  reads, 
Treafon  !  foul  treafon  !  villain,  traitor,  flavc  ! 
Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? 
Tork.  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  me  my  horfe. 
Hcav'n  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here  ! 
Dutch.  Why,  what  is't,  my  Lord  ? 
York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay  ;  faddle  my  horfe. 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 
Dutch.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Tork.  Peace,  foolLfh  woman  ! 
Dutch.  I  will  not  peace  :  what  is  the  matter,  fon  > 
jiuw.  Good  mother,  be  content  j  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  muft  anfwer. 
Dutch.  Thy  life  anfwer  1 

SCENE     V.      Enter  Servant  ivith  hoofs. 
Tork.  Bring  me  my  boots.     I  will  unto  the  King. 

Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.  (Poor  boy,  thou  art  amaz'd.) 
Hence,  villain,  never  more  come  in  my  fight ! 

[Speaking  tQ  ths  Servant, 

Ttrk,  Qmm^mhoQXit 

Duifh, 
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Dutch.  Why,  Terk,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

Tork.  Thou  fond  mad  woman. 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'cn  the  facrament. 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dutch.  He  fliall  be  none  : 
We'll  keep  him  here  ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tork.  Away,  fond  woman  !  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fon,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadft  thou  groan' d  for  him 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dfl  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  :  thou  doft  fufpedi 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thv  bed. 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  Tork,  fvveet  hulband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be. 
Nor  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

Tork.  Make  way,  unruly  woman  !  [Exit, 

Dutch.  Atter,  Aumerle,  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe. 
Spur  port,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  ;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Tork. 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 
*Till  BoUngbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.     Away !       [Extunt, 
SCENE     VI.      Changes  to  WindCor-Cafi/e, 
EnterBoYmghroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords, 

Bolmg.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 
'Tis  full  three  months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he  : 
I  would  to  heav'n,  my  Lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  London^  'mongft  the  taverns  there  ; 
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For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
"With  unreftrained  loofe  companions  : 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  ftand  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  pafTengers  ; 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy. 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
So  diffolute  a  crew. 

Percy.  My  Lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince, 
And  told  him  of  the  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Boling.  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ? 

Percy.  His  anfwer  was,  he  would  unto  the  (lews. 
And  from  the  common'il  creature  pluck  a  glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

Bolin'y.  As  diffolute  as  defp'rate  ;  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  hope  ;  which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Aumerlc. 

jium.  Where  is  the  King  ? 

Baling.  What  means  our  coufin,  that  he  ftares 
And  looks  fo  wildly?  ,,  .  - 

Auvu  God  fave  your  Grace  !  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty, 
To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 

Belinz.  Withdraw  your  felvcs,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Lords, 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  coufin  now  ?  rv     i 

Au^K.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth,  \Kneeli, 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak ! 

Boling.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Atitn.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key. 
That  no  man  enter  'till  the  tale  be  done. 

Boling.  Have  thy  defire.  [York  ivttbin. 

York.  My  Liege,  beware,  look  to  thy  felf. 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe. 

Jum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  tear. 

Terk.  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  Kmg  : 
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Shall  I  for  love  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

SCENE    VII.      Eutcr  York. 

Bollfig.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak,  take  breath  s 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  ihalt  know 
The  treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  Hiow. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promlfe  paft  : 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confed'rate  with  my  hand. 

Tcrk.  Villain,  it  was,  ere  thy  hand  let  it  d»wn. 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bofom,  King. 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence  ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart._ 

Boling.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracy ! 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treach' roils  fon  ! 
Thou  clear,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain,  ^ 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  pailagcs. 
Hath  had  his  current,  and  defiFd  himfdlf. 

Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad. 

And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 

This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digreffing  fon. 

Tork.  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd. 

And  he  fhall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  fhame  ; 

As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'   gold. 

Mine  honour  lives,  when  his  dilhonour  dies  : 

Or  mv  fham'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies : 

Thou'kiirft  me  in  his  hfe  ;  giving  him  breath. 

The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[Dtttchep  tvithiiu 

Dutch.  What  ho !  my  Liege  !  for  heav'n's  fake  let  me  in. 

Bo!lng.\Nh:it  flirill-voice  fuppliant  makes  this  eager  cry  ? 

Dutch.  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  King,   tis  1. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door ; 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before.  * 

* bee^''.^  before. 

Polivs-  Our  fccne  is  altcr'd  from  a  fenous  t,  ing. 
And  BOW  chane'd  to  the  beggar,  and  the  Kiog. 
M>  danL',ga8  Coufia,  &c.  ^  ^  ^  ^^^.^^ 
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Boling.  My  dang'rous  coufin,  let  your  mother  in> 
I  know  ihe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

York,  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray. 
More  fins  for  this  forgivenefs  profper  may  ; 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  off,  the  reft  is  found  5  ' 
This  let  alone  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

SCENE   VIII.     Enter  Dutchefs. 

Butch,  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man ; 
Love,  loving  not  itfelf,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  du^s  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  York,  be  patient  j  hear  me,  gentle  Liege ! 

[KnetU, 

Boling.  Rife  np,  good  aunt. 

Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befccch  } 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees. 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy,  until  thou  bid  me  joy. 
By  pard'ning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  boy. 

^«w.Unto  my  mother's  pray'rs  I  bend  my  knee.  {Kjieeh, 

Tory^.Againft  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be,  [Kneels, 
111  may'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  ! 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earneft  ?  look  upon  his  face  j 
His  eyes  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jeft  ; 
Kis  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breaft  % 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  dcny'd  ; 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  knees  fhall  kneel,  'till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
His  pray'rs  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrifie. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity  j 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his  ;  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Go©d  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up. 

But  pardon  firft,  fay  afterwards  ftand  up. 

An  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 

Pardon  ftiould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech, 

\  irev€T  long'd  to  hear  a  word  'till  now  f 

5ay, 
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Say,  ParJotJ,  King,  let  pity  teach  thee  how  * 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand. 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Boling,  I  pardon  him,  as  heav'n  /hall  pardon  me, 
,   Dutch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  ! 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear  j  fpeak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Boling.  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thou  art, 

Boling.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law  the  AbBot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 
Deftru£lion  ftraight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  wherc-e'er  thefe  traitors  are.  -f-       [Exeunt. 
S  C-E  N  E    IX.     Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant. 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words  he 
Ha'ue  J  no  friend  ivill  rid  me  of  this  fear  f  [fpake  ? 

Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Exton,  Have  I  no  friend?  quoth  he  ;  he  fpake  it  twice, 

•  ..».  teach  th«e  how. 

The  word  is  fliorr,  but  not  fo  fliort  as  fweet, 

Ko  word  like  pardon,  for  Kings  mouthj  fo  meet 
Torii.  Speak  it  in  French,  King,  fay  Tardonnes.  mijt 
Dutch.  Doll  thou  teach  pardon,  pardon  to  deftroy  J 

All,  my  fow'r  husband,  my  hard-hearted  Lord, 

That  lei'/l  the  word  it  felf,   again  ft  the  word. 

Sperk  pardon  as 'tis  currant  in  our  land. 

The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underftand. 

Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  tJicre  ; 

Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thuu  thine  ear, 

That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierc€> 

Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehcarfe. 
Boling.  Good  aunt,  ^c, 

•\-  •■—  traitors  are. 

Thcyfliall  not  Jive  within  this  world,  I  frt'ear: 

But  I  cvill  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 

Vnclc,  faiewel ;  and,  coufin,  adieu  j 

Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Daub.  Come,  my  old  foD>  I  pra/  heav'n  nwkc  tiiee  "tw. 
5  C  E  N  E,  «?•<■-  *  AdsI 
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And  urg'd  it  twice  together  j  did  he  not? 

Seyj.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me. 
As  who  fhall  fay,  I  would  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go  : 
I  am  the  King's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  {^Ex£untt 

SCENE    X.     A  Prifon  at  Pomfret  Cajile. 
Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon  where  I  live  unto  the  world  j 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous. 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myfelf, 
I  cannot  do  it,  yet  Fll  hammer  on't. 
My  brain  fnall  prove  the  female  to  my  foul. 
My  foul,  the  father;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts  ; 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  httle  world. 
In  humour,  like  the  people  of  this  world. 
For  no  thought  is  content.     The  better  fort, 
(As  thoughts  of  things  divine,)  are  intermixt 

With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfelf 

Againft  the  word ;  as  thus }  Cone,  little  ones  j  and  then  again, 

Jt  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 

To  thread  the  pojlcrn  of  a  jieedWs  eye. 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

Unlikely  wonders  ;  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  paffage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon-walls  : 

And  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 

Thoughts  tending  to  content  flatter  themfelves. 

That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  flaves. 

And  fhall  not  be  the  laft.     Like  filly  beggars. 

Who  fitting  in  the  flocks  refuge  their  fliame. 

That  many  have  and  others  muft  fit  there  ; 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe. 

Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

Thus  play  I,  in  one  prifon,  many  people. 

And  nQVi<i  contented*    Sometimes  am  I  King,  

Then 
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Then  treafon  makes  me  wiiL  my  fclf  a  beggar. 
And  fo  I  am.     Then  crufhing  penury 
Perfwades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King  j 
Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and  by  and  by. 
Think  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bo/ingbrokg, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing but  what-c'er  I  am. 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is. 

With  nothing  fhall  be  pleas'd,  'till  he  be  easM  • 

With  being  nothing Mufick  do  I  hear  ?      [MuJieL 

Ha,  ha  ;  keep  time :  how  fow'r  fweet  m.ufick  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept ! 
So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear, 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  firing ; 
But  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time, 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke  : 
I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbring  clock  ; 
My  thoughts  are  minutes  ;  and  with  fighs  they  jar 
Their  watches  to  mijie  eyes  the  outward  watch  j 
Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point. 
Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 
Now,  Sir,   the  founds  that  tell  what  hour  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 
Which  is  the  bcU  ;  fo  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans. 

Shew  minutes,  hours,  and  times O,  but  my  time 

Runs  pofting  on,  in  Bolingbroke\  proud  joy. 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'  th'  clock. 
This  mufick  mads  me,   let  it  found  no  more  ; 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits. 
In  mc  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet  blefling  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  ! 
For 'tis  a  fign  of  love  ;   znA\o\t  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftrange  brooch,  in  this  fall-hating  world. 
SCENE    XI.     Enter  Groom, 
Groom.  Hail,  royal  Prince  !  * 

•  .—  royal  Prince 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  Cheu  ?  and  how  commit,  oc. 

K.  Rkh> 
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K.  Rich.  What  art,  how  com'ft  thou  hither  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  drudge 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  ftable.  King, 
When  thou  wert  King  ;  who  travelling  towards  Tork, 
With  much  ado,  at  Ipngth  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my,  *  fometime,  mafter's  face, 
O,  how  it  yearnM  my  heart,  when  I  beheld. 
In  London  flreets,  that  coronation  day  j 
When  BoUngbroke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid  ; 
That  horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd  ! 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle   friend 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich.  So  proud  that  BoUngbroke  was  on  his  back ! 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  baek  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe  !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe. 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gall'd,   and  tir'd  by  jaunting  BoUngbroke. 

SCENE    XII.     Enter  Keepe^ivith  a  Difh. 

Keep,  Fellow,  give  place  j  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

[To  the  Groom, 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  ftiall 
fay.  [Exit, 

Keep.  My  Lord,  wilPt  pleafe  you  to.fall  to? 

K»  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not  j  for  Sir  Fierce  of  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,  commands  the  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  The  DevM  take  Henry  of  Lancajier,  and  thee! 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.    [Beat  the  Keepers, 

Keep,  Help,   help,   help  ! 

^  Sonutimtt  [or  fermerlj, 

,  Enter 
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Enter  Exton  and  Servants.  [fault  ? 

K.  Rich,  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this  rude  af- 
Wretch,  thme  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument ; 

[Snatching  a  Sivord  from  one  of  the  Servants  kills  hiitt. 
Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell.         [^Kills  another, 

[Extony?r/^«  bim  d<nva» 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire. 
That  daggers  thus  my  perfon  :  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  King's  blood  ftain'd  the  King's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  foul !  thy  feat  is  up  on  high, 
Whilrt  my  grofs  flefh  finks  downward,  here  to  die.    [Z)/Vi, 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  ; 
Both  have  I  fpilt :  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil  that  told  me  I  did  well. 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  I'll  bear  ; 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here.    {Excfir^^ 
SCENE    XIII.       rhe  Court  at  Y^inA^or. 
Flourifh,     Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  'with  stker 
Lords  and  Attendants. 
Baling.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  lateft  news  wc  hear. 
Is  that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicejier  in  Gloucejierfhire  ; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  fiain,  we  hear  not* 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome,  my  Lord  :  what  is  the  news  ? 

North,  Firft  to  thy  facred  ftate  wifh  I  all  happinejfe^ 
The  next  news  is,  I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  SaVjbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent  : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here.  [Prefenting  a  fapex.* 

Baling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains. 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 
Enter  Fitz-water. 
Fitxw.  My  Lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  Heads  of  Broccas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely  j  "^ 

Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  traitors. 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Baling.  Thy  pains,  Fitx-ivater,  fhall  not  be  forgot, 

Ri^^t  nobis  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

£y.t!r 
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Enter  Percy  and  the  Bijhop  o/'Carllfle, 
Percy.  The  grand-confpirator,  Abbot  of  Wejlminjicr, 

With  cleg  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy. 

Hath  yielded  up  his  Lody  to  the  grave  : 

But  here  ig  CarliJJe,  living  to  abide 

Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 
Baling.  Carlijley  this  is  your  doom  : 

Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room 

More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  'joy  thy  life  j 

So  as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife. 

For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been. 

High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  I  have  fees. 
Enter  Exton  nvith  a  coffin. 
Exton.  Great  King,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 

Thy  bury'd  fear.     Herein  all  breathlefs  lyes 

The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 

m chard  of  Beurdeauxy  by  me  hither  brought, 

Soling.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft  wrought 

A  deed  of  flander  with  thy  fatal  hand. 

Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  this  deed. 
Baling.  They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifon  need  } 

Nor  do  I  thee,  though  I  did  wifti  him  dead  j 

I  hate  the  murth'rer,  love  him  murthered. 

The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 

But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour. 

With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  ihade  of  night. 

And  never  fhew  thy  head  by  day,  or  light. 

Lords,  I  proteft  my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 

That  blood  /hould  fprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow. 

Come,  mourn  with  mc  for  what  I  do  lament, 

And  put  on  fuUen  black  incontinent : 

I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy-land, 

To  wa/h  this  blood  cff  from  my  guilty  hand,  ; 

ft^ch  fadly  aftcf-,  grace  my  mourning  here. 

In  weeping  over  this  untimely  bier, 

[^Exeunt  cmm. 


"T/je  End  of  the  FovKTB  Volume. 
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